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	1. New Discoveries and Recruiting

Half-Life The Convergence

Chapter 1

New Discoveries and Recruiting

disclaimer: I do not own Mass Effect or Half Life, (if I did then Half Life 3 would have come out years ago and Mass Effect 3's ending wouldn't have been so damned unsatisfying)

also I won't really be able to update this fic as much at first since I'm focusing on two other stories at the moment and I'm focusing on college courses.

* * *

><p>-Sol System-<p>

* * *

><p>In an isolated and remote system in one of the spiral arms in the Milky-Way galaxy there was a star system known to its inhabitants as the Solar system. There were eight (nine if you included Pluto) planets in this system but only the third planet away from the sun was capable of creating and sustaining life.<p>

At the farthest edge of the Solar system a large thick spherical shaped block of ice and dust continued its orbit of the small dwarf planet known to the inhabitants of this particular star system as Pluto. The spherical piece of ice stayed in orbit as it had for millions, perhaps even billions of years.

However tremors spread across the ice sphere causing the small planetoid to shake violently as untold amounts of energy began to form underneath it. After a few moments the energy that was being released from underneath the planetoid reached the point where the ball of ice could no longer contain it. The energy built up soon caused the ice ball to explode outwards sending massive amounts of debris flying out into the void of space.

Eventually after a few days, most of the larger chunks of debris had finally finished clearing the area of explosion and they either crashed into or settled into an orbit around the small planetoid.

Underneath the ice and dust of the moon was an ancient alien transit device that was perhaps billions of years old. This device was known by a number of different species as a Mass Relay. Only a few moments later the long dormant Mass Relay had finally reactivated and a large number of small cylinder shaped objects each one was roughly the exact same size of an average adult human male were catapulted into the system from the other side of the galaxy.

Each of these objects were probes, each and every last one of them had been specifically designed to survey a star system to check for habitable worlds for further exploration. Over the course of the next several days the probes passed each and every planet taking numerous scans of the atmospheres to see if any were possibly habitable, and if any of the planets were habitable then there was a possibility that there was sentient life on the world.

Eventually one of the probes came upon the planet that was in the habitable zone of the star system, it wasn't too far away from sun and yet at the same time not too close. The probe had been programmed to keep a great distance away from the planet in order to avoid being caught in the planet's gravitational field and took several scans of the planet as well as the small debris belt of various satellites and other machines that surrounded it. The scans showed that the planet was indeed a garden world but that was all that it could confirm for a fact.

The reason for this was that the probe couldn't get anything other than very low resolution images and scans of the surface because every time it attempted to do so what appeared to be some form of strange electromagnetic interference that would after a few seconds, completely overcome the probe's optical sensors.

However before the jamming completely overcame the scanners of the probe it managed to get a handful of clean images of ruins of several cities as well as forests, deserts, jungles and oceans that were part of the planet's biome. Their programming requirements having been fulfilled the probes made their way back to the Mass Relay which sent them all back from whence they came.

* * *

><p>-Archeological Dig Site, Korari jungle planet, one week later-<p>

* * *

><p>Korari was what most of the space faring species of the galaxy would call a steaming garden world. The reason for this, was for one single and obvious reason. Korari itself was in the habitable region of the system and aside from both the planet's oceans and the large number of settlements (read: vacation resorts) that dotted several areas on the planet which were mainly based along the coastline, Korari was completely overcome in a thick, seemingly endless jungle.<p>

But thick jungles and numerous vacation spots weren't the only things that the planet had to offer the many species of the galaxy. Underneath the jungle canopy were numerous Prothean ruins that dotted most of the center of the planet's largest continent. This made the place very attractive to archeologists and other scientists who wished to study the vast numbers of Prothean ruins that dotted the area.

One such scientist, an Asari by the name of Liara T'Soni had recently joined a group of researchers that had arrived on the surface of the planet only a couple of weeks earlier in order to study and document some of the many ruins and artifacts.

Currently Liara was inside one of these ruins, a relatively small building that was once made out of a thick stone that was now almost completely covered in the jungle's foliage. The inside of the ruin had a second story but the staircase that led upwards into it was little more than a pile of rubble due to several thousand years' worth of neglect. The floor of the ruin was covered in a mixture of moss and dirt. However there was a small cylindrical object that was partially exposed in the dirt.

Liara wiped several beads of sweat that had formed off of her brow as she continued to scrape away at the dirt that covered most of the ruin with her hand tools while trying to gently dig the prothean artifact out of the dirt that it was currently stuck in. Despite being on the planet for over a week the young Asari scientist still wasn't really used to the almost boiling temperature of Korari's seemingly endless expanse of jungle.

The Asari maiden had always enjoyed studying prothean ruins and the knowledge that they held within them. Ever since Liara was but a child the field of archeology was always a prevalent interest. Eventually Liara completely devoted herself to that field of research and after a number of years of hard work Liara acquired a degree from a very prestigious university back on Thessia. However despite some of her achievements, some of Liara's theories on why the Protheans had vanished usually fell on deaf ears mainly due to her pureblood status as well as her relatively young age.

Liara frowned at the mere thought of that vulgar term she had been forced to deal with for most of her life. Asari purebloods were the offspring from a union of two Asari rather than an Asari and a member of a different sentient species. Whenever an Asari mated with a member of another race more insight and knowledge to that race was gained but when an Asari mated with another Asari nothing was gained and was instead considered just a waste time and genetic material.

Because of this throughout most of her life Liara T'Soni had been treated very poorly by other members of her species because of her pureblood heritage. Although most other Asari wouldn't insult her openly primarily due to her mother's political status, the underlying tone was almost always there whenever she spoke to someone back home and that had always managed to upset her. Despite the poor treatment that Liara had received from others she still continued to press onwards with her life and was very much determined to make the most of it.

Liara did her best to remove those kinds of thoughts from her mind and instead just turned back to the artifact that she had been examining. It was a much more unique looking prothean artifact than what she had been used to.

The artifact itself was rather small, roughly the same size and shape as her forearm and looked almost like a cylindrical container and every square inch of it was covered in small prothean writing. Perhaps it was some sort of grave marker but she quickly discarded that possibility as there weren't any real indications that this area was at one point part of some sort of mausoleum.

The young archeologist picked up the artifact and put it onto a nearby table where the other artifacts were being stored until they could be moved to a more appropriate location for more detailed study through much better equipment than what they had been given. The young Asari scientist took a big gulp of water from her canteen and idly wondered as to what it was that her mother was doing back on Thessia.

Liara was broken out of her thoughts when one of her colleagues called out "Hey Liara!" from a few dozen meters away "What is it?" Liara asked getting up from examining the artifact that she had found and turned to go and face the one that had called out for her "There's someone back at the main research cabin who says that he needs to see you right away, the guy said that it was very important" the other asari researcher had called out.

Liara got up from where she was sitting and brushed off some of the dirt that had been clinging to her clothes and promptly walked back towards the primary research cabin. As she walked she passed some more archeologists that were still attempting to excavate the ruins that were in the area but since the ruins were a little on the fragile side, the process was slow going as they didn't want to damage any of the artifacts that may be buried there.

Once Liara had finally reached the main cabin the automated doors swung open and allowed her entry. Liara walked inside to find that there was a male salarian standing just a few feet front of her.

"Are you doctor T'Soni?" the salarian asked, and appeared to be rather hopeful about something. Liara nodded in confirmation "Yes I'm Liara T'Soni. May I ask what's going on here?"

"My name is Rylon, I'm with the Citadel Exploration and Research Department, as you well know we're the ones who have helped fund most of your expeditions, the heads of the CERD as well as some members of the Citadel government have requested your presence immediately" the Salarian explained. Liara looked a bit shocked at that, the heads of the CERD _and_ members of the Citadel government wanted to see _her_ she was just some archeologist not some important political figure like her mother.

What could they possibly want with someone as unimportant as her?

Before Liara would comply with what it was that the salarian was asking of her however, she had to know just what was going on first "Can you at least tell me as to why it is that I'm needed?" however the salarian just gave the young woman a shrug in response.

"All that I know is that the head of the CERD told me to bring you to the Citadel immediately and they definitely aren't going take no for an answer" the salarian explained.

Liara sighed, she really didn't want to abandon her work here seeing as how she had only arrived only two weeks ago but she had very little alternative seeing as the CERD were the main source of funds for much of the archeological digs that she undertook. This meant that she literally had no other options available to her than to do as the CERD asked of her.

"Very well, just let me go and collect my belongings" said Liara before heading back towards the living quarters to gather what few possessions that she had brought with her on the dig. After she was finished she went with the Salarian to the shuttle that would take her to the Citadel where she would hopefully get some hopefully get a damned decent answer as to what it was that she was being dragged back to the massive space station for.

* * *

><p>-Citadel, Zakera Ward, several hours later-<p>

* * *

><p>The Zakera Ward of the Citadel was one of the more crime ridden areas of the massive starfish shaped space station. Because of this there were a large number of C-Sec outposts. Citadel Security or C-Sec as it was more commonly called was the law enforcement agency of the Citadel and as such was charged with protecting those that lived on the Citadel from criminal activities.<p>

In one of these outposts, a frustrated Turian detective by the name of Garrus Vakarian was sitting behind a desk typing things into a small data pad that he was looking over. Garrus sighed, if there was one thing that he hated more than criminals that got away with their crimes then it would have to be anything that even remotely resembled paper work.

Garrus had always felt that such trivialities took up way too much of his time when he could have been doing something more useful and important but Garrus stomached this annoying part of his duties as best he could. Right now he was writing a report trying to explain a bar brawl in Chora's Den that involved a trio of Batarians who were drunk and stupid enough to try and pick a fight with a Krogan mercenary who was later identified as Urdnott Wrex.

Although none of the six Batarians had been killed, they all had to be sent to the hospital to be treated for several broken bones, dislocated limbs and other severe injuries.

The instant that Garrus along with a four man squad had responded to the call had entered Chora's Den one of Garrus' fellow officers, another Turian by the name of Sidonis was instantly struck in the chest by a flying semiconscious Batarians patron who had been flung at the entrance to the bar by the rampaging Krogan.

The C-Sec officers attempted to restrain the Krogan first, seeing as how he probably represented the biggest threat and also because most of the other Batarians were so injured that they couldn't resist arrest even if they tried, spirits most of them weren't even conscious by that point.

In hindsight going after a Krogan by using traditional C-Sec methods was terrible a mistake on their part and the officers along with Garrus himself ended up being brought into the bar brawl as well. Garrus winced a little at the memory of when he was almost casually tossed aside by the Krogan mercenary's biotics and into where the bartender gave drinks to the bar's patrons.

The brawl itself eventually got so completely out of control that by the time that Garrus had managed to call in for some extra backup in order to restrain Wrex long enough to get some cuffs on him over half of the bar was completely in ruins. And now Garrus was stuck with the bureaucratic crap since he was the one that was put in charge of the team that went into that insanity.

Garrus was so focused on finishing up the paperwork and getting back to his real job that he failed to notice the person that had walked into the squad room and was now standing directly behind him "Garrus Vakarian?" the individual asked whose voice sounded just like a male Turian's voice.

Garrus sighed and wondered if he had even more paperwork to work on and turned around and much to his surprise didn't see any of the other high ranking C-Sec officers but was instead face to face with a Turian that was wearing pitch black combat armor that had a single.

It took Garrus a few moments to realize that the Turian that he was looking at was actually a member of the Citadel's Special Tactics and Reconnaissance unit that was more commonly known as the Spectres judging by the armor and the weapons that the guy had on his holsters as well as the way that he carried himself.

"Yes that's me" said Garrus wondering to himself as to what in the name of the Spirits was going on. The Turian Spectre examined the C-Sec officer a little more closely "The same Garrus Vakarian that scored in the top five in his class at the military academy and that has a near perfect record as a C-Sec officer for the past three and a half years?"

"Yeah" the Turian C-Sec officer responded "Well then Garrus Vakarian I'm Nihlus Kryik and I'm going to have to ask you to come with me, now" the Spectre ordered. Garrus looked back at the data pad and the report that he still needed to fill out.

"But I still have to finish writing this report and-" he started but was instantly cut off by Nihlus.

"One of your fellow officers will be finishing the report up for you" he said with a tone that suggested that any further arguments with him would be a very unwise decision "Alright," Garrus said somewhat reluctantly as he got up off of his chair and gestured to the Spectre in front of him.

"Lead the way Spectre" he said feeling a little more than eager to be getting out and doing something interesting rather than being cooped up in a C-Sec outpost trying to complete a pile of nearly pointless paperwork. As Garrus walked out of the office he saw the Krogan from earlier being let out of the C-Sec holding cells by someone that looked like another Spectre only this one was an Asari that looked somewhat familiar to Garrus before he finally realized that the Spectre he was looking at was Tela Vasir.

Garrus recognized the Asari Spectre because she had been featured in an exclusive interview on the Citadel News Program which had captured the interest of many at the time. Unfortunately for many of the viewers who had been hoping for something very interesting to be revealed, most of the questions that the reporter on the news program had asked had almost always been answered with a "I'm sorry but that's classified information" it was still rather interesting to see a Spectre being put on a live news vid seeing as how most Spectres preferred to keep away from those kind of things.

However Garrus' thoughts soon turned to the Krogan mercenary that was trailing right behind her which caused Garrus to ask the Spectre "What in the name of the spirits is that Krogan doing out of lockup?" he asked. Tela who was leading the Krogan around responded to Garrus' questions in a well-rehearsed voice "He's just been hired by the CERD who have also generously paid for his bail."

Garrus was really surprised by that and for a moment he honestly didn't have a response for that, why in the hell would a well-known and well respected organization such as the Citadel Exploration and Research Department want to hire a Krogan mercenary, especially one that had just been arrested for participating in a bar fight that ended up hospitalizing a number of those that had been involved including a couple of C-Sec officers, that sort of action had nothing but bad PR written all over it.

However Garrus decided that it would probably be for the better to not voice any these opinions considering that there were a pair of Spectres nearby and quite frankly he wasn't really feeling like arguing with a pair of highly trained and heavily armed members of the Council's special forces unit so Garrus just followed them and did his best to keep his mouth shut.

Unfortunately for the C-Sec officer the Krogan merc from earlier marched right on over to him and he emitted what Garrus assumed to be a chuckle while having a smug grin that he had on his face "Well, it looks like those charges aren't going to stick after all," the Krogan said in a vain attempt to bait the Turian C-Sec officer. Garrus let out an annoyed sigh but other than that he simply kept his mouth shut. The Turian officer had a feeling that this was going to end up being a long day and he didn't want to get into another fight with a Krogan.

Seeing as how the Turian wasn't going to be any fun Wrex looked over at Tela Vasir and spoke up "Hey, Spectre lady, where in the hells are we going anyways?" Wrex demanded. The asari Spectre responded immediately "We're going to the headquarters of the Council Exploration and Research Department where everyone will be briefed when we arrive" she explained as they continued to the transport that would take them to their destination.

* * *

><p>-Citadel, Zakera Ward-<p>

* * *

><p>Tali Zorah Nar Rayya was not having a good day. The young Quarian was only four and a half days into her pilgrimage and already things had started to go wrong. Upon leaving the Migrant Fleet in the ship that she had been given Tali headed for the Citadel, hoping to find a job that would allow her to get her enough credits that would allow her to buy something that would be of some use to the Migrant Fleet.<p>

However once she docked she had to go through a lengthy talk with C-Sec customs who had thought of her as little more than just a beggar or thief. It took over three hours but eventually Tali managed to convince them that she wasn't there to cause any trouble for anybody.

After the long chat with C-Sec she was finally let out into the Wards where she was hard pressed to find any paying jobs that were available. Most of the jobs that had even been willing to consider her were very menial at best and on top of that barely paid a couple hundred credit's a week! That was lower than minimum wage!

Right now the young Quarian was standing right in front of a C-Sec officer as well as a Volus the latter of whom had continued to spew bigoted remarks about her people while he continued to demand that she be arrested for stealing his credit chit which of course did _not_ happen seeing as how she wasn't anywhere near him when the Volus started calling for C-Sec and spouting accusations of stealing from him at her.

Now Tali was stuck with a Turian C-Sec officer who was still attempting to get both sides of the story from the Volus as well as Tali. Currently it was Tali's turn to tell the story.

"And just like I told that Volus, all I did was walk out of that used machinery store, not even noticing this guy until he started screaming at the top of his lungs about how he had been robbed and not two moments later accusing me as the who had stolen his damned credit chit" she explained with no small amount of annoyance. The Turian brought up his Omni-Tool and began to run a scan of Tali to see if she did indeed have the Volus' credit chit.

The Volus just made what Tali assumed to be a scoffing noise but it was difficult to be absolutely sure with the hiss like respiration noises that the Volus' suit made in-between almost every other word he said. "This *hiss* clanless thief stole my credit chit *hiss*, she had to have done it *hiss* she was the one that was closest to where I was standing when I found it to be missing! After all we all know how they're like," he rasped while he pointed an accusatory finger right at Tali.

It was then that Tali had all but completely lost her temper with that last sentence. The bigotry that she had been enduring over the last few days slowly started to eat at her patience and now her temper was on the verge of a major meltdown

"So because I'm a Quarian that automatically means that I stole your credit chit when _you_ may very well have just dropped the damned thing by accident somewhere?!" Tali demanded. She was really starting to get fed up from all of the racism that she had received ever since she had left the Migrant Fleet.

Before the C-Sec officer or the Volus merchant could make any sort of a reply to that, the sound of someone clearing their throat interrupted them. The three individuals turned to see a salarian who was holding what appeared to be a credit chit in his right hand "Excuse me but I think that this may belong to you, you are Pitne-For right?" the salarian asked looking over the credit chit's ID unit.

The volus immediately nodded his head "Then I think that this belongs to you, you dropped it on your way out of one of the shops" the salarian explained before handing the Volus the credit chit. Upon receiving his credit chit Pitne-For marched away from an irritated Tali without even an apology for the mistake he made while the C-Sec officer did the same.

The salarian however didn't leave the area and instead spoke up, "My name is Milos I represent the Citadel Exploration and Research Department and I was wondering if I could offer you a job" the salarian introduced.

Tali gave the salarian male a look of skepticism behind her visor. This was the first person who had walked up to her and offered _her_ a job, usually she had to go into the recruiting area of a business just to see if she could just get a job interview. And most of the time she was rarely even given the opportunity for something like that.

"So, what kind of job is it?" Tali asked. Milos hesitated for a moment or two before answering. He honestly didn't really understand much about the job either. When Milos had asked his boss about it, all they told him was that this was on a need to know basis and that if he continued to question his orders then his job would be on the line.

Eventually Milos just decided to give the blunt truth to what was going on or at least all that he knew about what was going on "To be perfectly honest I'm not really sure either, they just told me to find someone with good engineering skills for some kind of a project that they were working on and from what I've read about the Quarians and the Migrant Fleet I figured that you would probably be as good a choice as any" he said before he continued.

"And I've been asked to tell you that the amount of money you'd be making would be quite substantial, at least five hundred credits per day" he explained. Behind her environmental suit's face plate Tali had a look of genuine surprise and amazement. That was at least ten times the normal amount of credits that she'd get at a normal job. Of course that was if anyone would even consider accepting her period due to her being a "suit rat." This must have been something of great interest.

"You're serious?" Tali asked who was still a bit skeptical about the job offer "Why would I lie about something like this?" the salarian asked. Tali thought about it for a moment, she was down to her last few credits and she no longer had a ship that could take her anywhere therefore she had nothing to lose but much to gain if she accepted the Salarian's job offer. Not wasting any time Tali gave her answer to the recruiting agent "Alright then, I accept your offer"

The salarian practically grinned. For a brief moment there he had actually thought that Tali wouldn't accept the job offer "Please come with me then" the salarian insisted before he headed for what Tali assumed to be a nearby Citadel rapid transit station. Without any hesitation Tali followed the salarian.

* * *

><p>-CERD Headquarters, Presidium-<p>

* * *

><p>Once Liara had arrived at the Citadel it was a good forty-five minute ride on the Citadel's rapid transit system from the docking bays to the CERD HQ located in the Citadel's presidium. Each of the Citadel's arms were each bustling metropolises seeing as how all of them had well over ten million inhabitants. And each arm of the citadel was nearly fifty miles in diameter.<p>

Business headquarters, residences, and places where people could socialize with one another could all be found there as well as a multitude of races that called the Citadel their home. The central ring of the Citadel that held all of the Wards together was known as the Presidium. This central structure was the heart of the Citadel government. It housed dozens of embassies that belonged too many different races each of which were members of the Citadel.

Eventually the rapid transit system came close to its destination and Liara could see the CERD building slowly start to come into view through the window of the skycar. It was clear that the CERD didn't really spare much in monetary expenses when they developed to build their headquarters. The building was at least twenty stories in height with a statue of the founder of the CERD in the front courtyard, the asari Matriarch Serona.

Serona was one of the most brilliant minds of her time nearly two thousand years ago and was one of Liara's main inspirations for becoming an Archeologist. When she was just a child, Liara had always hoped that she'd be able to do something that would contribute just as much to galactic society.

Liara T'Soni stepped out of the rapid transit unit that she was in and stretched her limbs, being cooped up in the uncomfortable seats of that skycar for almost a full hour had started to make her limbs become somewhat stiff. Sometimes she wondered why they made most skycars so cramped in the first place. It was a wonder that two people could fit in there let alone three if you included the driver. However the asari scientist pushed those idle thoughts aside for the moment as they weren't really all that important right now.

The same salarian who had earlier introduced himself as Milos also stepped out of the cab as well. Once they landed Milos felt that it would be best if he were to bring her to the CERD HQ since she had never really been to there before. True Liara had been to the Citadel numerous times before in her life this was her first time going to the Council Exploration and Research Department's main operational HQ. Normally she would just go to one of the branch offices on one of the other worlds they were on.

"If you would so kindly follow me" said Rylon before guiding Liara towards the front entrance of the building. The inside of the CERD was like most government buildings in that it just looked nice but that was only for the sake of appearances. There were a number of chairs that one could use to rest their legs if they found the need to do so. Paintings of various planets and places that were rich in Prothean artifacts decorated the walls inside the waiting room. The salarian then approached the front desk where an asari was sitting looking over something on a computer terminal.

"Excuse me my name is Rylon and this is Liara T'Soni, we're both here for the briefing" he said activating his omni-tool to show her his ID. The asari looked over at the ID and then ran it through the personnel files. Once the ID was finally cleared the asari gave them directions to the briefing room of the building.

The room itself looked more like a small theatre, there were numerous rows of chairs that were all lined up in in a half circular formation from a center stage. Most of the seats were already filled with other scientists and what looked like military personnel from various Citadel races and even a few non Citadel ones including a pair of Krogan and a Quarian were waiting for the briefing to begin.

After Liara and Rylon had taken a seat, an asari stepped onto the, for lack of better term, stage and brought up an image of a garden world with her omni tool. Liara was positive that she hadn't seen this one before and she had been to a great many planets since becoming an archeologist. Perhaps it was a newly discovered world, but she could just as easily have been wrong about that as most of her work took place in the Traverse and in certain parts of Council space.

"Greetings, my name is Seras I'm with the Citadel Exploration and Research Department. As you all well know the Council has recently removed the law regarding activating dormant Mass Relays but only those with the expressed permission of the Council have been authorized to explore these systems, while exploring through Relay 319 we found a planet in a system that we now call Saris that is capable of sustaining life" she said.

The asari then inputted a few commands on her omni tool and the images of the planet changed to partially blurred images of what appeared to be ruins that could be seen from orbit.

"These ruins were detected by one of the probes we sent in, which indicates that there was once a civilization on this planet that had managed to perform limited spaceflight capabilities when one considers the amount of debris from what we believe to be some kind of satellites" she explained before an orange skinned salarian spoke up.

"Excuse me. Have question. How do you know that they're ruins? Images aren't exactly high in quality. Therefore not enough evidence to conclude that whatever civilization that built structures is dead" he said. The asari looked over at the salarian "The probes weren't able to pick up any form of radio transmissions or any other electronic communications coming from the planet" she explained.

"Ah I see" the salarian responded before the asari continued "All of you have been gathered here because you represent perhaps the best qualifications that we require for conducting a thorough research of these ruins as well as whoever built them."

This was something that was quite unexpected for Liara, she had never once thought in her life that she'd be part of some research team to a newly discovered planet, especially with the ban on activating dormant Mass Relays. The young Asari scientist was both excited and nervous at the same time. She couldn't wait to see what they would find there and yet there was also the possibility of hostile life forms but there was most likely going to be something interesting down there.

"The Turian Hierarchy frigate Hammer of the Spirits will be leaving for the Saris system in one standard galactic day, I suggest that you gather whatever belongings you have and head for the frigate as soon as you're able" the asari explained.

As the briefing continued none of the assembled individuals in the room noticed a disturbingly pale individual in a business suit with haunting sunken in blue eyes and shortly cropped black hair that was carrying a briefcase in the shadows. _'Thisssss may prove to be very interessssting indeed'_ the being thought mainly focusing his sights on Liara T'Soni, Wrex, Mordin, Garrus and Tali as well as a few of the other researchers and soldiers that were in the room with an almost sinister smile.

* * *

><p>-Earth, Resistance Base, Coast near City 17-<p>

* * *

><p>Along the coastline outside of the near confines of City 17 there was a large house that bordered on being a mansion. Perhaps before the Seven Hour War it had been some kind of a B&amp;B at some point or maybe it was some rich family's personal winter or summer home. The house had over seven bedrooms, six bathrooms, a spare generator and even a garage where the rebels kept their vehicles.<p>

Whatever it was before the Seven Hour War it was now a home to a group of resistance fighters that were using it as base of operations for raids against convoys that the Combine used to transport supplies and prisoners to and from City 17 and some of the other outposts such as Nova Prospekt.

The leader of this group was a man known as Commander Adrian Shepard, a former US marine corporal in the HECU (Hazardous Environment Combat Unit). Shepard was one of the few survivors from the Black Mesa incident, out of an entire regiment of the HECU only around forty five men managed to survive Black Mesa, and only about twenty three survived the Seven Hours War.

Until just three years ago Shepard had been presumed dead along with most of his comrades at Black Mesa. If only they knew the truth of the matter. Up until three years ago Shepard had been floating in a black void for was only just a few seconds before the same person that had put him in there, the G-Man as Shepard had been calling him seeing as how he had no idea what his real name was, had finally pulled him out of the void.

After being pulled out the next thing that Shepard knew was that he was lying down right in front of the Black Mesa East resistance headquarters roughly twenty miles outside of City 17. Shepard was still clad in his HECU uniform just without the helmet or gasmask.

Upon entering Black Mesa East base he was interrogated for several hours by some resistance members who were concerned with him being some sort of a spy, and a bad one at that seeing as he claimed to not know anything about the Seven Hours war or the eighteen years of suffering that had followed for humanity. After a while an old member of the HECU a man by the name of Zaeed Massani confirmed Shepard's identity the marine corporal was and quickly informed on what had happened in the world since his disappearance.

For Shepard it was a hell of a lot to take in. The entire planet was under the control of an inter-dimensional empire known as the Combine after they had used the portal storms created during incident in Black Mesa to invade almost every square inch of the world, effectively cutting off every government and military from each other and leaving them all to fend for themselves. Due to the Combine's superior technology, strength, numbers and sheer ferocity, the war only lasted roughly seven hours before humanity was forced to unconditionally surrender to the Combine.

The human who had negotiated the surrender was none other than the one who used to be Black Mesa's head administrator, Doctor Wallace Breen, who was now in charge of City 17 as well as most of the Combine forces that had remained on the planet Earth. That sniveling little fucker is considered by almost everyone that was still loyal to the human race to be the worst traitor since Benedict Arnold.

Shepard was currently sitting outside of the large house that he and his buddies were using as a base of operations and was looking up at the stars, although such sights were common back when he was younger when he was still living with his parents back in a small town that was up in Maine, Shepard always loved the sight of so many stars in the night skies and often wondered when he was little as to what was up there and whether or not he would ever meet any of those that lived out there for himself.

However back then Shepard had no earthly idea that he'd end up getting that wish of his but in the worst way possible . All it took the deaths of over a thousand HECU marines as well most of the Black Mesa security guards and science team members for Adrian to see another planet and meet the inhabitants, but even then he _really_ wished that he hadn't.

Xen was quite literally a hell hole that was filled with the same monsters that now populated most of Earth. Even Xen's landscape was deadly to humans because of the fact that it was more like an asteroid belt rather than another planet and if one wasn't careful they could fall off one of the 'islands' and into who knew where. Adrian sighed and broke himself out of those depressing memories. There was no changing the past now. All that Shepard could do was move forwards into the future as best he could.

After watching the stars for another five or ten minutes or so Shepard walked back inside the base. He was going to need to get some rest seeing as how both he and Kaiden Alenko were scouting out a Combine outpost early in the morning and he was probably going to need the rest.

As Shepard reentered the dwelling he watched his step as most of the floorboards liked to creak when stepped on so he slowed his pace to keep the creaking to a minimum and not wake up the rest of his men. Lord knew that would be one hell of a problem just waiting to happen. Eventually Adrian Shepard made it to his room and laid down on the small semi comfortable bed and soon fell to sleep knowing that tomorrow was more than likely going to end up being a very long day.

To be continued.

A/N: yes I know what you're going to say, "You misspelled Adrian Shephard's name," but it was intentional, in this the player Shepard from the original Mass Effect and Adrian Shephard are one and the same in case you haven't figured that out.

No Korari is not a planet in the Mass Effect Universe (that I know of) and is instead just something that I made up myself.
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Chapter 2

Preparations

A/N: Humanity and the Combine don't have any Element Zero therefore there are no human biotics, with that being said I decided to make Kaidan more of an infiltrator class so to speak.

Also you'll probably see weapons that weren't in the original Half Life 2 game, the reason for this is that I seriously doubt that the resistance would only use weapons that had been stolen from the Combine because it would make more sense for them to use a wide variety of earth made weapons. Besides some of the weapons that I'm mentioning were actually going to be in the original release of Half Life 2 but were scrapped for whatever reason.

And about some of the reviews people have been sending me. Granted I like support and I'm glad that you support this fic but I would appreciate it if you explained in your reviews what it was you liked about it and what I can do to make the story better. I _really_ hate it when people send me reviews that are on the same lines as "This is good please continue"

* * *

><p>-Earth, Resistance Base, Coast near City 17-<p>

* * *

><p>After a long almost sleepless night, sunrise had finally settled over the coast. The rays of light that came in from the sun shone through the partially blocked windows that had been reinforced with makeshift barricades built from various pieces of metal and wood. However the light entered through the cracks in the defenses and across the room to Adrian Shepard's bed and straight into his face, the light awakening the resistance officer from his slumber.<p>

Upon waking, Shepard slowly and with no small amount of reluctance began to raise himself up from the bed. Once he was sitting upright, Shepard rubbed the sleep from his eyes and got up off of the bed and walked over to where he kept his normal attire.

He quickly put on a pair of camouflaged hunting pants and an olive drab colored T-shirt before putting on his HECU power vest. Shepard's power vest was a bit older when compared to some of the newer stuff that the rebels and the Combine overwatch troopers used. However it was well maintained and it was still a hell of a lot more effective than what the overwatch soldiers wore for armor.

On the shoulder pads of the armor was the same patch that all member of the HECU used to wear, on the patch was the symbol of a shield with a trident pointed up at the heavens that was crossed by both a sword and a lightning bolt. Shepard still proudly wore that emblem, it was a symbol of three months of training in pure hell with several other grunts as well as drill instructor Barnes who was now a lieutenant colonel in the resistance forces down at Black Mesa East.

After putting on his clothes he walked out the door and down the wide hallway of the old home, some of the other members of the cell he was in charge of were already up and about "Morning Loco" said James Vega who was walking down the hallway along with Shepard, clearly the guy was more than eager to get some food in his stomach. James Vega almost always called Adrian Shepard 'Loco' mainly because of his uncanny ability to survive some of the most insane of situations when the survivability rate was practically nonexistent.

"Good morning Vega" said Shepard as the two headed downstairs to the dining room so that they could all get something to eat, after all Shepard didn't want his rumbling stomach to give away his position when he and Kaiden went on recon. Downstairs it seemed that just about everyone was already up and about.

Jacob Taylor was serving some of the fried bullsquid steaks that he was cooking on the stove. About two days ago Taylor and Ashley Williams had managed to bag themselves a bullsquid on one of their hunts. This would fill the rebels' stomachs for a while since for some odd reason it took close to a month for bullsquid meat to become rotten when it was being refrigerated. Nobody really knew why and frankly some of them didn't even want to know.

As it turned out, there were actually a fair number of life forms on Xen were dextro-amino based such as the houndeyes and the boids which were merely harmless flying herbivores. There were a few other strange animals from the border world that were inedible to humans, the vortigaunts however, were able to use them as a source of nourishment due to their inability to eat anything other than dextro based foods.

In fact any resistance base that had vortigaunt personnel was required to have a water purification unit so that the vorts could safely drink from it without worrying about getting sick from whatever abnormal bacteria might be in the stuff.

Shepard sat down at the table and ate some of his breakfast. Adrian Shepard never really understood why but for some strange reason bullsquids tasted a lot like chicken. It was quite interesting, how an animal from an alien world could taste almost the exact same way that a certain animal from earth would

Eventually Adrian broke himself out of his random thoughts before he continued to eat the freshly cooked piece of bullsquid he had on his plate. Eventually after he had managed to finish off what was left of his breakfast before he proceeded down to the basement which doubled as their armory.

The resistance cell leader walked over to the basement's entryway which was a small hidden hatch which allowed the rebels that resided within the house to hide down there in case the home that they were using as a base was scouted by Combine overwatch troopers. Under normal circumstances Shepard would prefer to fight the soldiers off when they came patrolling through the area but this was a pretty good place to hole up as well as a good place to stage raids against Combine outposts that were in the area they usually just let the Combine pass through the area unless it was unavoidable.

Opening the hatch Shepard descended into the basement where three years' worth of stolen and salvaged weapons and ammunition were being housed. Adrian Shepard's first impulse was to go and take his most preferred weapon along with him, a modified AK-74m equipped an underslung grenade launcher and a holographic sight but he quickly pushed that thought aside as it wasn't equipped with a silencer and they didn't even have one to give it. Instead Shepard turned his gaze towards one of the mac10s that were lined up against a nearby gun rack.

Shepard grabbed the one that was closest to him and grabbed a few spare clips from a nearby ammo crate before he attached an almost oversized silencer straight onto the weapon's barrel. After that he slammed one of the clips into the weapon and pulled back on the mechanism that loaded the first round before he holstered the weapon.

Now seeing as how he no longer had any real reason to remain in the armory Adrian Shepard headed back up the hatch and walked over to the back entrance where Kaiden was probably there already, just waiting for him. Sure enough the second that he reached the back entrance corporal Kaiden Alenko was still standing there leaning against a wall acting as though he had been there for a while when really it had only been about ten to fifteen minutes at most.

"You ready commander?" he asked to which Shepard just nodded. Kaiden was a good guy one of the few children that had managed to survive the Seven Hours War nearly twenty years ago. Corporal Kaidan Alenko was only five years old when it happened and he was forced to watch as his parents were killed right in front of him by the Combine forces. This left him with a serious hatred of the Combine as well as anyone who dared to collaborate with them.

Because of this the instant that he was invited to join the growing resistance against the combine, Alenko signed up without a second thought. After a few years of working under colonel Odessa Cubbage, Kaidan was eventually reassigned by one of Admiral Anderson's lieutenants into Shepard's unit. Kaidan liked to make himself useful as a kind of scout for Shepard's team. He and usually one or two other members of Shepard's team, would go out to nearby Combine overwatch outposts and gather as much information as they could on them before the rest of them initiated a raid. Hell when they raided one of the more outlying Combine outposts that was within fifteen miles of Nova Prospekt they had managed to save a small group of attempted escapees of City 17 from ending up in that hellhole.

Unfortunately not all of their strikes against the Combine had such happy endings. A few weeks back Shepard had received word from one of the resistance's moles inside one of City 17's Civil Protection precinct that there was a shipment of civilians were being moved from City 14 to City 17 before they would be shipped off to Nova Prospekt. Once they arrived at that hellhole the Combine would turn them into stalkers which were little more than mindless cybernetic drones that obeyed the Combine without question or hesitation.

Shepard's team had managed to blow the transport train right off of the rails and went inside to get as many civilians out as they could. However it seemed that their mole had made a mistake on the status of the civilians that were being transported to the city, it turned out that each of the civilians had already been 'modified' into stalkers, which meant that they were forced to euthanize each and every one of them as an act of mercy.

Adrian forced those memories back down to where he left them and decided to focus on what was going on now rather than what had happened in the past. Today Kaidan and Shepard would be scouting out one of the outposts that the Combine liked to use as a checkpoint for overwatch troopers when they were shipping supplies to Nova Prospekt, City 17 as well as many other Combine occupied cities. If they were successful on this raid they would be able to cripple one of their major supply lines and get a lot of new weapons for the several rebel cells that operated in the area.

Kaidan had with him a standard issue MP7 that was issued to overwatch troopers. This was why most resistance members used the MP7 aside from whatever else they could get their hands on while out in the field. The MP7 that Kaiden was currently using was a bit different than the original variant though. This one had been modified with a suppresser but it also still carried the built in grenade launcher that most of the other versions of the weapon normally carried.

"You ready sir?" Kaidan asked to which Shepard nodded. "Always" the two then headed out through the back door which would take them out near the beach and from there they would follow along the cliff line until they reached their target which as reported to be along that area.

Ordinarily when they went to the cliff area they'd take the route on the beach but since it was spawning season for the antlions it would be near suicidal to take so much as one step on the sand. Once the season of fall started it also became known as spawning season for the antlions, for some reason they liked to be under the sand of the beach whenever spawning season took place.

They'd had a few close calls during spawning season but since their base was situated off of the beach it was normally pretty easy for them to keep off of the sand. Besides in some cases spawning season actually worked to their advantage. It prevented the Combine overwatch from attacking them effectively from behind which was one of the reasons that they chose that building as their base.

Eventually Shepard and Kaidan made their way to the cliffs in which they would follow and old trail which, according to Kaidan would lead them to that overwatch outpost that he said he'd found during his last reconnaissance.

Once they hit the trail by the cliffs Shepard saw one of the old mining entrances to Ravenholm that had been completely blocked off by a large makeshift barricade of wooden planks and scraps of metal. In the center were large spray painted letters that read "DO NOT ENTER!" along with a very crudely drawn skull and crossbones which had been painted directly underneath the makeshift warning.

That sign brought up a lot of very unpleasant memories for Shepard's team. A little over a year ago, Shepard and the other members of his resistance fighters would use those mining tunnels as their own little shortcut into Black Mesa East if they were ever needed for something there. The mining tunnel led to the town of Ravenholm, which had been abandoned shortly after the Seven Hours War. Just a few years ago a large group of escapees from City 17 decided to set up shop there and give whatever materials that they didn't need to Black Mesa East.

The people that had used to live in that town were good, honest and compassionate to almost everybody. Or at least they _were_ good, honest and compassionate people until the Combine had decided to launch an artillery strike with shells that were chockfull of headcrabs. The entire town was completely overrun in a matter hours due to the sheer number of the little bastards that were being used in the attack.

Shepard and his team did what they could but they only managed to save a small number of the people that were living in the town before they were forced to pull out of Ravenholm. However despite having saved several lives it was difficult for most of Shepard's team to get some sleep for several days given what they had seen happen to that poor town.

Nowadays the only ones that entered that hellhole were either those that had a death wish or were just incredibly desperate to get to Black Mesa East. Thankfully though the barricades leading into the old mine shaft had remained undisturbed so it was very unlikely that anyone had tried to go down into that deathtrap. Shepard and Kaidan continued on their path for a while longer and as they went Shepard noticed that Kaiden was becoming more and more cautious with each step he took. The former HECU corporal emulated his comrade's example and started to become more and more wary of his surroundings.

The trail that lead up from the nearby cliffs eventually came to a relatively large rock formation that was situated close to the beach. Before they could make their way there the two resistance fighters heard the telltale sound of a voice modulating implant that all overwatch troopers were given upon having their bodies 'altered' for lack of better terms.

Most Overwatch troopers were former citizens that had become 'problems' in the eyes of the Combine and Doctor Breen, and as such were shipped to Nova Prospekt to be 'adjusted' into Overwatch troopers, or Stalkers.

"Overwatch command, this is overwatch patrol two-one-niner there's nothing new to report" after the overwatch soldier finished speaking another voice filled the air, this one was clearly a female's, synthesized and completely unemotional female's but female nonetheless "Affirmative, patrol two-one niner continue standard patrol route of sector twelve-bravo"

Not wasting any time Shepard pulled out his mac10 and pulled back on the weapon's cocking mechanism which sent a nine millimeter bullet into the chamber, readying the weapon for use. He then looked over to where both he and Kaidan had heard the overwatch trooper speaking up.

Much to both Shepard and Kaidan's relief it turned out that there were only two of the gas masked bastards. In other words, just a small foot patrol. Although it was incredibly tempting to simply blow the brains out of the two Overwatch soldiers and simply move on, it wouldn't be a very good idea since who knew when their next check in would be.

If Shepard and Kaidan had both gone and killed the two overwatch troopers that were currently walking away from them the other Overwatch troopers would eventually send out search parties to find out what had happened to them and if they found the bodies they would go into an elevated alert status making their mission a whole lot harder. Shepard and Kaidan remained where they were. Staying completely still and quiet as to not attract any kind of attention from either of the two soldiers that were currently heading in the opposite direction of where their destination was. Once both rebels believed themselves to be completely out of earshot, Shepard and Kaidan moved on.

As they continued on the rocks that they were using to conceal their presence were slowly starting to become few and far between which would make them easier to be spotted by any sentry posts. Shepard's concern about staying hidden however turned out to be ill founded since they were currently heading up a hill that according to Kaidan, provided a good position to overlook the majority of the Combine outpost.

Eventually they made their way to the top of the hill and sure enough Kaidan was absolutely correct. From where they were positioned they could see a good chunk of the outpost. The outpost itself was made out of what was left of a small convenience store that had been cleaned out of anything that the Combine considered to be useless when they decided to move in a while back.

Now the convenience store had been transformed into a makeshift supply depot for the overwatch. The fortifications of the depot included several parked APCs up against the brick wall of the store while several Combine overwatch troopers patrolled outside of the four foot steel barricades that were located right outside of the store's front. Two pulse gun emplacements had been mounted on either side of the outpost's main entrance. There were also four small defense towers in the immediate perimeter although thankfully they lacked any form of mounted weaponry which would make things a little easier when they raided the place.

From what Shepard could see there were also a fair number of overwatch troopers patrolling parts of the base which meant that it would be damn near impossible to get any closer so that they could get a decent look at the place without getting spotted by the patrolling troopers. However all the security around the depot told Shepard that there must be something worthwhile being stored inside. All they had to do was wipe out the overwatch soldiers guarding it and take possession of whatever goodies were inside waiting for them.

After memorizing the patrol routes that the overwatch soldiers were taking as well as getting a general layout of the defenses, Shepard and Kaidan made their way back to base in order to start planning for the raid that they would be attempting that night.

* * *

><p>-Citadel, docking bay 12-<p>

* * *

><p>Docking bay twelve was almost swamped with both passengers trying to get to the large group of shuttles that were waiting for their passengers to board so that they could be taken to the Turian frigate, Hammer of the Spirits which would be serving as the main transport and protective detail for the scientific expedition team.<p>

Liara was making her way to the shuttle having already left a message for her mother that she would be outside of contact for a month or two. Originally Liara was hoping to have spoken to her mother, an Asari matriarch by the name of Benezia one last time before heading off to this new expedition since she wouldn't be back for a while. However this wasn't the case as Liara's mother was most likely stuck in some sort of political meeting or something similar.

The young Asari scientist let out a sigh, Liara and her mother hadn't spoken very often since she had completed her courses back at one of the many universities that were back on the Asari home world of Thessia and had begun her first archeological dig. Over the past number of years Liara had been meaning to contact her mother but for some reason Liara had kept putting it off and instead decided to focus on her work as an archeologist.

The lines that lead into each of the shuttles moved quickly as there was hardly any luggage to be moved. The reason for this was because that all of their equipment and what few personal effects that the scientists and security personnel had decided to bring with them had already been loaded onto the Hammer of the Spirits on a separate group of shuttles. Liara looked over at some of the others that were going on the mission and saw that there was a mixture of excitement and anxiety among the others that had been chosen for the mission.

She understood how that felt, after all they had all been awarded a rare privilege to go to a completely unexplored system. Liara was practically shaking with excitement. Eventually she entered the shuttle along with several other members of the expedition. Liara quickly found herself a seat on the transport and quickly strapped herself into one of the seats. Not two seconds later Liara saw a female Quarian walk towards the area where Liara was currently sitting down at.

"Excuse me, would it be alright if I could sit here? Most of the other seats have been taken" she said before Liara nodded. The Quarian sat down in a nearby seat that was right across from where Liara was sitting. Deciding that it would be impolite not to introduce herself Liara spoke up "I'm Liara T'Soni I'm one of the archeologists that's been assigned to this mission" she said.

The Quarian looked over at Liara and decided to give her name as well "Nice to meet you my name is Tali Zorah Nar-Rayya" Liara started to grow curious, it was rare to see a Quarian outside of the Flotilla and soon Liara found herself asking "Pardon me for asking but what exactly is a Quarian doing outside of the Flotilla?" she asked.

Tali didn't appear to be all that offended, it was a valid question after all. Most of the Citadel races didn't know much about the culture of the Migrant Fleet because a lot of those that lived on the Citadel or one of the Citadel's colonies didn't really interact with that many Quarians since they normally tended to stay with the Migrant Fleet.

"I'm on my pilgrimage, it's every Quarian's rite of passage into adulthood. After a while each Quarian has to leave the fleet and bring a gift back that will be of use to the fleet" she explained but Liara was still very curious. She loved learning about the cultures of other races and this was no exception. "What kind of a gift is required?" she asked.

Tali shrugged almost nonchalantly "It could be anything, from an extremely large sum of credits to even a whole new ship, the more worthwhile the gift the more valuable to the crew you'll become" the Quarian explained before elaborating even further "Personally I'm hoping that the planet we're going to will have some kind of worthwhile technology that may be of use by the Migrant Fleet" she stated.

Before Liara could respond with more questions a voice from nearby spoke up "Possible however unlikely, nature of the ruins in system suggests that this is a limited spaceflight species, unlikely that they have advanced technology, but just as possible that they developed something very unique and useful with the technology that they once had"

Liara and Tali looked over at the newcomer, a salarian with orange skin and had only one horn on the top of his head unlike most of his race which had two. It was possible that his other one may have been either removed or destroyed in some kind of an accident sometime back. The salarian took in a breath before he started talking again "Sorry, forgot to introduce myself, Mordin Solus, head geneticist for the mission, may I also get your names and was wondering if I could grab a seat?" he said in a rapid-fire voice.

The two that were sitting down in the seats were barely able to pick up on what the Salarian had said before they both introduced themselves and allowed him to grab a seat next to them. After Mordin grabbed a seat the shuttle began to lurch forwards signaling that the shuttle was now taking off and heading straight for the Hammer of the Spirits. As the shuttle unclasped itself from the docking clams its large frame tilted upwards as its afterburners fired sending it out of the Citadel's docking unit and towards the Hierarchy frigate.

While the shuttle made its way out of the docking bay located in the Citadel's Wards Liara looked out the window that was adjacent to her seat and looked out the window at the other ships that were going to and from the docking bay. Almost all of these ships were of civilian make and belonged to a variety of species most of which came from the races that were part of the Citadel government.

But there were even more that belonged to non-Council races such as the Hanar or the Volus. Almost every race had an embassy on the Citadel aside from a few races such as the Quarians, Vorcha, Krogan and the Batarians who had lost their seat after Salarian STG (Special Tasks Group) teams found out that the Batarian government was sponsoring slaving raids in Citadel controlled territory and colonies.

The other ships going to and from the docking bay quickly became smaller as the shuttle gained more distance away from the Citadel docking bays. Eventually even the Citadel itself became a little smaller before the shuttles carrying well over a hundred CERD exploratory staff. The finest minds were brought to bear for this task of exploring this new world that they had found.

Unlike most of the other planets that the Citadel Exploration and Research Department had explored since the ban on activating dormant Mass Relays was lifted five years ago they had encountered only a handful of habitable worlds that had shown any signs of ruins of what was clearly a civilized species. However almost all of them were quickly reported to be Prothean in origin.

These ruins however appeared to be much more recent if the images that had been taken by the CERD probes were anything to go by. But Liara could just as easily be wrong about this. The images were highly distorted and this could end up as just a new group of Prothean ruins or something similar. Despite the possibility of just stumbling onto yet another Prothean ruin Liara didn't really feel that it mattered, either way she'd be exploring and studying ruins from an extinct race.

* * *

><p>-Earth, Resistance Base, Armory-<p>

* * *

><p>Shepard and Kaidan had returned from their little scouting trip almost eight hours earlier and the two took a well-earned rest upon returning from their mission. After getting some rest Shepard announced to the rest of his team that they'd begin the raid on the outpost in five hours' time. After the announcement had been made everyone scrambled to get everything set up.<p>

Jacob Taylor who had the most engineering experience spent most of the time to prepare making absolutely sure that the truck that they were going to be using for tonight's raid was in perfect working condition. Zaeed Massani, Ashley Williams, Wallace Jenkins and James Vega were already in the armory gearing up for the raid. Their chief medical officer Nicolai "Sev" Shevchenko had already finished packing his first-aid pack and weapons and was waiting for the rest of the team to get ready by the truck.

Although Nicolai was somewhere in his early forties, he had the stamina and endurance of someone almost half his age. Before the Seven Hours War, Nicolai Shevchenko had been studying to become a surgeon and had almost gotten his MD when the Black Mesa Incident occurred and in the events following that horrific forty-eight hour event was caught in the middle of the short war that followed.

Poor old Nicolai was never able to get his medical school degree but he proved to be a more than competent medical officer and soldier when the need arose. Because of his skills and his obvious intense hatred for the Combine for destroying almost everything that he had ever known and loved, the former med student was recruited into the resistance very early on.

Nicolai's story was just one of the countless others that Shepard had heard of before from countless other resistance members. Everyone that stood before Shepard now had lost most if not all of their friends and loved ones during the Seven Hours War or the eighteen years of pure hell that had followed in its wake. Mostly the other resistance fighters preferred not to talk about their pasts, instead they buried the pain and loss they had of their loved ones deep within and kept it hidden as best they could.

It wasn't all bad though, most of the soldiers that were on Shepard's team had seemed to have managed to come to terms with their grief a long time ago and even if they hadn't, they never let it interfere with their work. However at least most of them had something that Shepard never did, closure. They knew that their loved ones were dead and buried in a makeshift cemetery somewhere but Shepard had no idea what had happened to his folks.

After Shepard had, for lack of better terms 'reappeared' into the world he immediately wanted to get into touch with his parents and find out as to whether they were still alive or not. Eventually Shepard managed to get into contact with a resistance cell that was operating in Maine, in the former United States of America. The rebels that were operating there indulged his requests to check it out. When they reported back they said that the entire area was little more than a pile of rubble and that any hope of there being any survivors of the town was pretty much slim to none at the most.

When they checked what was left of Shepard's childhood home they didn't find any bodies or even bones. Every single time that Shepard thought about his parents he wondered what had happened to them. Were their bodies in one of the many mass graves scattered across the world or had they simply been vaporized when a bomb fell on them while they tried to find some semblance of shelter in the slaughter that was the Seven Hours war?

Eventually Shepard accepted the fact that he would probably never know his family's final fate or even where they were buried, that is if there was anything left of them to bury. Instead he focused almost all of his energy into fighting the Combine. Putting those thoughts behind him Shepard grabbed an AK74m that came with an attached underslung grenade launcher and holographic sight.

Shepard almost always carried the same two backup weapons with him. First he had his trusty K-Bar combat knife which had been with him since the beginning of the Black Mesa incident and a desert eagle magnum pistol with attached laser sight. Shepard looked over at the other members of his team and saw what they were equipping themselves with.

Zaeed carried the same weapons that he always carried whenever he went into combat; a Combine pulse rifle and energy sniper along with a 500. Smith and Wesson magnum as a sidearm. Jacob Taylor had already gotten his favorite weapons before going out to check on the truck, a spas12 shotgun and a USP 9mm, the man always did prefer a simpler loadout compared to the rest of them.

Ashley Williams walked over to the nearest gun rack and grabbed a Combine pulse rifle and a USP pistol and a few grenades. She always did prefer a more standard loadout to some of the heavier equipment that they had on hand. James Vega had a SAW in his hands while an AK74m was slung over his shoulder. Jenkins meanwhile grabbed an MP7 (The MP7 is the standard SMG in Half-Life 2) that came with an attached grenade launcher and a spas12 off of the armory walls and started loading the weapons with a rather anxious look on his face. Jenkins was always eager, sometimes even overeager to prove himself. Shepard had tried to get the young resistance fighter to drop that attitude of his because on the battlefield, being overeager got people killed.

After everyone had finished gathering their weapons Shepard called Jacob back into the armory after he had finished checking their vehicle. Shepard then went over the plan of attack. Zaeed and Kaidan would provide overwatch and sniper support from the cliffs as well as take out as many guards as possible while Shepard and the rest of the team save for Jacob and Nicolai, moved and eliminated any remaining hostiles on the outside of the outpost.

Once that part of the plan was finished, the team would continue inside and eliminate any remaining opposition while Jacob drove up with the truck. From there they would proceed to take whatever supplies or Intel that they could get back to the truck and bring it back to base before overwatch response teams showed up. with the mission briefing finished everyone went back to their assigned duties and continued to get ready for the raid. As they did Shepard hoped that everything would go according to plan on this one.

* * *

><p>To be continued.<p> 
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* * *

><p>-Earth, Cliffs overlooking Combine Outpost-<p>

* * *

><p>Kaiden and Zaeed were perched on a near perfect spot on the cliff that had been used to scout the outpost earlier in the day. Zaeed had just finished setting up his sniper rifle while Kaiden got out a pair of binoculars and began to survey the area. The two rebels had arrived ahead of the rest of the team as they were to set up a sniping position and provide Overwatch for the raiding party.<p>

They had roughly one and a half minutes to get ready for Shepard and the rest of the team's arrival. That was more than enough time for them. Zaeed looked through the scope of the plasma sniper rifle and at the Overwatch troopers that were guarding the small outpost. The sniper and former HECU sergeant looked over at Kaiden who was talking on the radio with the rest of the group. After a few seconds Kaiden said "Okay, got ya" into his radio and gave him a thumbs up, telling Zaeed that everyone was ready to start the raid.

Zaeed aimed his rifle at the nearest Overwatch trooper that was facing away from him. Slowly Zaeed's finger squeezed on the trigger and with a resounding bang a shot of plasma soared out of the barrel of the weapon and into the back of the Overwatch trooper's head. The poor bastard's head exploded in a shower of blood and pieces of bone. In less than a second, every trans-human soldier started looking around to find the source of the shot.

Kaiden pointed out more targets as he looked through his binoculars and less than a second after having them pointed out to him Zaeed opened fire sending more Overwatch troopers to the gates of hell. The ten remaining soldiers managed to get behind cover and were unfortunately smart enough to stay there lest they have their heads blown clean off.

While Zaeed kept his sniper rifle trained on the base in the event any of the Overwatch troopers decided to grow a pair and take a shot at him, he heard the engines of his team's truck roar from the southwest. The truck that they were using was an older model and looked like something that one would end up seeing some old farmer using. The old truck's frame had been reinforced with various pieces of metal that had either been bolted or welded on. This made it look like it was something that had been pieced together at some junkyard, minus the rust of course.

The once open topped cargo compartment of the vehicle, which could hold up to almost twenty people if need be had also been modified. Now it was almost completely covered in the thick yet sleek metals that the Combine employed for some of their buildings, APCs and attack helicopters. On the roof of the cargo compartment there was a hatch that could be used to access a mounted machine gun turret that could be used to take out pursuing hostiles or provide cover for allies.

Once the truck was close enough it stopped even as the combine started to unload rounds from their weapons on the makeshift armored vehicle, all the while Jacob returned enemy fire. The fifty caliber bullets shredded several of the Overwatch troopers that were taking cover behind their APCs and some of their prefab walls. The machine gun that Jacob was using kept the Combine suppressed enough so that Shepard and the rest of the team could exit it without having to worry about being gunned down.

The team spread out and got behind whatever cover they could find and began to open fire on the remaining Overwatch troopers. While the Combine soldiers were still pinned, Shepard signaled for Ashley and Vega to start making their way around their position to flank them while Shepard and Jenkins continued to provide a suppressing fire on the Overwatch soldiers.

With the enemy currently pinned down and unable to try any retaliatory tactics given how they would instantly suffer acute lead poisoning if they tried that, James and Ashley stayed crouched underneath cover, it proved to be relatively easy to make their way around them. Using the rocks for cover they remained undetected by the Overwatch troopers until it was too late. Once they were close enough Vega and Williams tossed a couple of fragmentation grenades over at the enemy barricade.

One of the grenades hit the ground right next to an Overwatch soldier that was crouched behind a thick metal barricade firing at the rebels with his pulse rifle. The grenade landed right when the soldier attempted to reload his weapon, he heard the thump and looked down to see the grenade right at his feet.

The poor bastard barely had enough time to utter "shit!" before the explosive went off, showering the entire area with pieces of armor, blood, guts and pieces of body parts. One of the now deceased Overwatch soldier's comrades looked over to where the grenade had been thrown and started to lay down suppressing fire where Ashley and James were taking cover.

Unfortunately in his attempt to pin down the other humans the trans-human had neglected to notice that Shepard was lining up a shot with his AK74M's underslung grenade launcher. Once the enemy soldier was in his sights Shepard pulled the trigger on the grenade launcher. Less than a second later what was left of the Overwatch trooper's body was sent flying backwards a few meters before finally finding a resting spot near the doors that lead into the outpost.

Jenkins noticed that one of the soldiers was trying to line up a shot at them and quickly lined up his SMG's sights with that of the enemy's chest and let loose with his MP7, sending dozens of bullets loose into the Overwatch trooper's chest and helmeted head. Ordinarily a few shots from an MP7 would be blocked by the body armor that all trans-humans were implanted with, however if one was to keep firing eventually the multitude of impacts from the sub machinegun's bullets would prove to be too much for the armor to take. Eventually after unleashing a full clip, it would simply buckle under the force of the impacts caused by the bullets.

This occurred as several bloody holes appeared on the soldier's chest armor. The Overwatch trooper gave a small death rattle as he fell backwards into the dirt while blood oozed out of the thirty twenty three bullet holes that were in his chest. Once the Overwatch trooper had finished falling back into the ground, the other enemy soldiers renewed their efforts to eliminate the resistance fighters.

Despite the single minded, machine-like efficiency at killing that the Overwatch commonly exhibited they were quickly put down. The Overwatch troopers fell from either well aimed shots from the rebel's own weapons, grenades, or simply through Zaeed's expert marksmanship. After the last member of the Overwatch fell over dead, Nicolai backed up towards the entrance of the outpost with utmost haste.

There was great need to move quickly, the Combine had more than a fair number of battlefield protocols if one of their outposts ever came under attack by hostile forces. One of these protocols was for the internal defenders to call for immediate assistance should their outer defenses become broken and the internal ones were about to be breached. The time it took for the Overwatch to get reinforcements varied, sometimes it only took a few minutes while others took nearly an hour for help to arrive but Shepard and his team weren't ones to tempt fate.

Shepard, Vega, Williams and Jenkins stacked up on opposite sides at the two wooden doors that lead directly into the occupied building. The leader of the team pulled out a small breaching charge and attached it to the two doors before setting the timer on it for ten seconds. This way the rest of the team would have plenty of time to get ready for the breaching operation. The suspense that everyone was feeling made it feel like timer on the charge it was taking several minutes just to go down a single digit even as everyone reloaded their weapons.

Not a few seconds later a loud boom filed the air and the dual doors that were just a few feet in front were blown inwards. Shepard and the rest of his team rushed inside the building and began to open fire on any trans-human they could see. The instant that Shepard stepped inside the entrance to the outpost it felt like everything was moving in slow motion.

The commander of the group of rebels raised his AK's sights up to the nearest Overwatch trooper who was standing behind a hastily put together barricade that was little more than a table that had been flipped over. A five round burst left the weapon's barrel and slammed straight into the Overwatch soldier's upper torso and head before the bullets exited the other side of his body. The force of the impact made the now dead soldier fall backwards onto the floor with a dull thud.

Shepard paid the now deceased threat no mind and instead focused on another soldier that also seemed to be moving in slow motion. Another five round burst came out of Shepard's rifle. This time three of the commander's bullets impacted the former human's face while two impacted the wall behind the soldier.

Vega meanwhile let loose with his squad automatic weapon on the nearby Overwatch troopers. The cover that the soldiers were using were shredded to the point where several of them fell to splintery pieces. The soldiers on the other hand, had so many bullet's impacting their bodies that a few actually flew back a couple of feet from the impact. One of the dead Overwatch soldiers impacted the wall and slowly slid downwards with a large trail of blood following in its wake.

Soon the firefight ended, with the guards now dead on the floor with Shepard and his team standing over their corpses. Dark red, almost black blood began to pool beneath their corpses but Shepard's team paid it no real mind. They had seen this kind of thing hundreds of times before now and thus corpses of their enemies didn't really even phase the rebels.

It was now that Shepard got a decent look inside the outpost. What used to be a convenience store was now little more than just several combine terminals that were lined up against the wall and a fenced off area that held a mother lode of ammunition and other supplies that the rebels could really use.

There was medi-gel, a Combine medical creation, which was able to clean whatever wound someone had sustained and was also able to speed up the healing process to near inhuman levels. In fact some wounds would be completely good as new within a few hours, but more serious could take up to several days if one had an I.V. filled with medi-gel on hand.

It was a truly amazing piece of medical technology that had, almost ironically, saved the life of many a rebel several times over despite its original intention to be used only on soldiers loyal to the Combine. Hell Shepard probably would have ended up dead at least a couple of times if it weren't for that stuff.

Shepard walked over to the fenced off portion of the inside of the outpost and saw a heavy padlocked gate. At least they wouldn't have to deal with Combine security fields today. Over the past few years the Combine had steadily been replacing certain doors with energy barriers that were more commonly referred to as security fields.

These energy barriers were able to let inorganic matter through but any organic matter not converted by the Combine was unable to move through it. Shepard didn't really know how the security fields worked and quite frankly he didn't give a damn. The absence of a security field just meant that they would have to spend less time trying to hack into the terminal the fields were connected to and more time loading up supplies.

Shepard shot out the lock with his rifle and kicked open the chain linked door. The four resistance fighters ran inside and began taking whatever would prove useful to them and began to put them into the rucksacks they had been carrying. The stuff that had been put into containers or rates that were too big to be put into their rucksacks would need to be taken to the truck separately.

Shepard started to gather up as much ammunition as he could find and placed it into his rucksack. The vast majority of the ammunition he picked was actually for the pulse rifle. The primary reason for this was that there were many in the resistance that had taken quite the shine to the Combine Overwatch weapon.

It was a reliable weapon, the ammo was relatively plentiful, the primary fire was able to cut through most body armor in just a few shots and the dark energy ball launcher that was mounted underneath the primary barrel could literally vaporize just about anyone who was unlucky enough to get hit by it.

It was a pretty damn sweet weapon Shepard had to admit but he still preferred his AK74M over the pulse rifle simply because it was somewhat lighter and each magazine for the AK was able hold more ammo than the pulse rifle could. The magazines for the weapon were also pretty big so it was very difficult to carry more than just three or four at a time. However the pulse rifle was an incredibly accurate weapon in almost any condition and had a minimal amount of recoil despite its moderately high rate of fire, which made up for some of the design flaws that came with using the weapon.

Soon Shepard had filled his rucksack up to the brim with ammunition for their weapons. Eventually the clips that Shepard and his men didn't need would be given to another resistance unit which ran supplies for other cells operating in the area. He turned to look at his comrades and saw that they were about done as well with filling up their rucksacks.

Adrian Shepard looked over at the base's primary generator for a moment before he turned to look at Vega and signaled him to get out his explosives. Vega all but grinned at the order and pulled out a couple of packs of C4 from his backpack and walked over to the generator before putting them all right in the corner of the room right beside the small generator that was powering the outpost.

Shepard keyed the mike on his radio and spoke into it "Zaeed, Kaiden we're done here, get yourselves back to base, but keep out of sight," the leader of the rebel team ordered. Ordinarily Shepard would have had them get into the truck with the rest of the squad but the cliffs that overlooked the outpost were very steep and they didn't have any climbing equipment. This little fact forced Kaiden and Zaeed to walk back to base as there wasn't' enough time for them to find a way down.

Just a few moments later Shepard got a response from the team's resident sharpshooter, "Got it Shepard, and don't worry we'll be home before dinner." Shepard rolled his eyes at that comment and just reminded the two of them to make sure they made it back to the base in one piece and not to go picking any fights if they were to happen upon any hostiles on the way back to base.

With that out of the way, the commander and the other members of his team exited the Overwatch outpost, their rucksacks had been filled to the brim with various supplies that would be distributed to all nearby rebel cells operating the area. Unlike what many thought, this resistance force wasn't as disorganized as the Combine had believed. The rebels actually used an intercontinental communications network similar to what the Combine Overwatch used to give and receive orders to one another.

This made the resistance able to form coordinated raids and assaults all over the world while still making it appear to be random raids and attacks to the Combine. So far this was working as Breen didn't seem to be taking them all that seriously when he actually spoke of the rebels.

He called them "A band of poorly equipped, poorly led and utterly misguided fools who refuse to evolve along with the rest of humanity." If only he knew the full truth of it Breen would probably have had the Overwatch redouble their efforts to find and eliminate the rebels.

Of course this worked right in the resistance's favor as they had continued to gather weapons, vehicles, ammo and other supplies over the past twenty years in preparation to retake their home world. Shepard and his team had been doing there part as well, hitting Combine military bases and outposts and taking whatever weapons and equipment they could get their hands on. After they got what they came for they would destroy what they couldn't take with them.

Shepard and the others quickly climbed aboard the truck. It would only be a matter of time before Overwatch finally figured out what had happened to their little outpost so it was important to move as quickly as they could. Vega looked at the outpost with a blank expression on his face before he produced a small detonator and a sly grin suddenly appeared on his face, it was now time for one of his favorite parts of any mission that involved explosives.

"Five, four, three, two, one," Vega then flipped the switch on the detonator, causing the charges that had been placed earlier to detonate. Less than a moment later the building went up in a fiery explosion. Normally a couple of C4 charges wouldn't do so much damage to something like that outpost but the generators that Overwatch liked to use, were actually quite volatile. This was the reason that Overwatch liked to keep them so well armored to the point where only explosives like C4 could do any real damage to them.

The leader of the rebels looked over at his teammates and gave a small smile. Like any decent soldier Adrian Shepard loved it whenever there was a successful mission without a single casualty on their side. Shepard reluctantly allowed himself to relax in his seat, soon they'd be back to the old building they called home and they would all be on high alert for several hours while the Combine Overwatch investigated what had happened to their outpost.

Despite this though, everyone felt a rush of accomplishment come over them. They had met the enemy on the field of battle and had emerged victorious without losing a single one of their number. And that was something to be proud of.

* * *

><p>-Turian Frigate, Hammer of the Spirits, Bridge-<p>

* * *

><p>Captain Jerek Vyrnnus, commander of the Hammer of the Spirits was looking over his subordinates on the bridge of his ship with a neutral look. It had only been a few hours since the frigate had left the Citadel and according to the navigational officer of the ship it would be at least another hour before they finally reached the newly discovered system. Captain Vyrnnus looked over his subordinates once again, two crewmen were talking about something trivial that was in no way related to their duties.<p>

Not wasting a moment Vyrnnus called out to them and ordered the pair and ordered them to stop dawdling and to get back to their posts, to which both complied without hesitation. Although most of the crew were exhibiting the professionalism that was expected of them, it was clear that almost all of them were either bored or annoyed with what was going on with this assignment.

Vyrnnus couldn't find it in himself to truly blame them all that much. They weren't even supposed to be taking part in this security detail. Originally the Hammer was supposed to be heading back out on patrol near the edge of the Traverse with the rest of the Twenty Second Patrol Fleet, but an officer had reassigned them to this babysitting job.

There were however a minority who were a bit concerned by their new mission. First of all there were _three_ Spectres aboard his ship. What were three of the deadliest soldiers available to the council doing out here for on what was supposed to be a purely CERD sponsored archeological expedition?

It didn't make much sense to Vyrnnus, unless there was some sort of an ulterior motive for their presence other than the official explanation of keeping the expedition safe.

When it gad beeb announced that three Spectres would be accompanying them, theories as to why they were on the ship began cropping up all over the ship. Many of these ranged from somewhat reasonable explanations to downright idiotic conspiracy theories brought on by someone who had far too much time on their hands.

Another concern was that of the location of the area of space they were heading into. Sure as far as they knew Relay 314 wasn't near any known pirate or terrorist base as it wasn't located near any of the major shipping lanes. Beyond the relay however no comm. buoys had been set up as of yet. As a result, once they were through Relay 314 they were effectively on their own.

The ship that they were using wasn't made to set up comm. buoys and Vyrnnus had been told that they would receive a small relief force in a couple of months after they had entered the system, which would then set up comm. buoys. Vyrnnus had no real clue as to why in the hell they couldn't just send in another ship that was made to set up some damned communications buoys.

When the good captain had broached this topic with his commanding officers, reasoning that it would put them in additional risk as they wouldn't be able to call anyone for help should something go wrong.

All they said was that "All available units that were assigned to set up comm. buoys were unavailable in that area and would remain unavailable for quite a while." Apparently there was a small but noticeable buildup of Batarian ships on the edge of the Traverse and it had been making someone high up in the Hierarchy rather nervous.

Although captain Vyrnnus had complete confidence in his crew's abilities, he still couldn't help but worry, if something, anything were go wrong down there or on his ship, they would be completely cut off for at least two full months. Before his superiors had told the captain to drop the issue, Vyrnnus had attempted to try and convince his superiors to either wait until the comm. buoys were set up or at for the exploration team to have additional support in the form of at least two more frigates.

Unfortunately though, his protests his protests had fallen on deaf ears. His commanding officers informed him that due to the buildup of ships on the borders they needed to put all of their patrol fleets along that section of space on alert. They also stated that they needed this mission to be completed immediately and that they didn't have time to wait for the buoys to be put into place.

Everything about this mission left a very strange feeling in his body. It was the exact same kind of feeling that Vyrnnus had felt during a routine patrol near one of the colonies that bordered the Terminus systems. The patrol fleet had reported nothing during their week long patrol of the system until the very last day where a small fleet of "rogue" (according to the Batarian government anyways) Batarian naval ships came dropped out of FTL and opened fire on the Turian vessels.

In the ensuing surprise attack the Batarians had managed to destroy several of the Turian ships before they managed to drive off the attackers. Although the battle was won and the "rogue" Batarian ships were either destroyed or driven back into FTL from where they had come from, the Turians had suffered losses on their side as well. Even the Hammer of the Spirits did not go unscathed and it had taken well over a month to get the ship up and running at peak condition again, and to replace the crewmen who had been lost during the skirmish.

Vyrnnus shook himself from those thoughts and instead decided that it would be for the best if he were to focus more on his duties rather than the feeling of foreboding that had been spreading throughout his body.

* * *

><p>-Turian Frigate, Hammer of the Spirits, observation lounge-<p>

* * *

><p>For the past several hours Liara T'Soni had for the most part, stayed inside the quarters that had been assigned to her after she and the other members of the expedition had boarded the ship. The Asari Maiden had been reorganizing her notes and her thoughts in regards to this new world that she and so many others would be exploring over the next couple of months.<p>

It was difficult for her to contain her excitement. She would be one of the first people from the CERD to be part of an expedition into unknown space since, the war with the Rachni at least. From this point forward Liara would be making history just as much as she would be uncovering it.

The very thought of something so incredible made Liara shake with excitement. For the young Asari there was nothing quite like the joy of discovery. To find something that hadn't been seen or even heard of before, there were no words that could truly describe it. Eventually though she ran out of notes to organize and seeing as how there wasn't much else to do, she decided to take a look around the ship, or at least the parts that civilians were allowed access to.

Soon Liara found herself in the observation deck along with several other members of the expedition crew looking out through the windows to the endless expanse of stars outside. Normally Turian military and some civilian ships minimized the usage of windows as they were a structural weakness in starships so one of the architects who designed this particular type of frigate with a few innovations. Outside of the windows of the frigate were a series of shutters that in the event of an emergency, would roll down to completely cover the windows to provide the same level of protection that the standard hull gave the ship.

It was quite the innovative idea and one that made a lot of the crew and guests aboard the ship head there during their downtime to go and marvel at the endless expanse of stars. Liara, despite having seen the expanse of space many, many times during her life, she was still just as awed when she looked out and saw the vastness of space as when she had first seen it when she was but a child. During FTL (faster than light) the view was even more beautiful. It was a mix of colors that kept changing, combining and then separating (I can't really remember what looking out the window of a ship looked like during FTL so just roll with this okay).

The observation deck was pretty much deserted aside from some of the crewmembers and CERD personnel, many of whom were sitting down at their tables, talking with one another. Most of the individuals Liara didn't recognize but that mattered little to her, she wasn't really there to socialize. Instead she was simply there to get lost in the view for a while before the ship finally exited FTL and arrived at its destination.

As Liara walked over to one of the tables that wasn't being used by anyone, she felt lightheaded. Instinctively Liara put her hand on her forehead and closed her eyes for a second before reopening them. When she opened up her eyes again, the universe had frozen in place. The people who were chatting with one another were no longer moving at all. Goddess they weren't even breathing, instead they were completely still like statues. Even the lightshow that FTL was giving off was no longer moving or anything.

Liara began to panic as questions began to enter her mind with near FTL speeds: _'What happened?'_, _'How is this possible?'_ and _'is this some kind of hallucination or am I dreaming?'_ Just as the young Asari maiden began to ask herself these questions a strange voice that was speaking in perfect Thessian spoke into her mind;

"Do, not worry, Misssss, T'Soni, I simply wished to speak with you alone for a moment." The voice was masculine she could tell that much but it had an unnatural feel to it, as though the individual speaking knew the words but had a difficult time saying them, like he knew the language but not how to properly speak it. "W-who, what are you?" Liara asked trying to keep the fear out of her voice but failed.

"Who I am issss of no real imporrrtance, however my employersss are of imporrrtance. They are very much interessssted in you as well as some of your new…acquaintances. For the time being I will function as little more than an observer as per my inssstructions from my employersss, but I will intervene in some sssituations, should certain…thresholds, be reached. For now though, I recommend that you…prepare for unforeseen consequences."

Liara blinked and when she opened her eyes again it seemed that reality finally had finally gone back to normal, with no one save for a certain Asari knowing that something strange had just occurred a few moments earlier.

Liara mulled over the strange voice's words for a few terse moments before the ship's PA system activated and snapped her out of her thoughts "This is captain Vyrnnus, all expedition personnel please report to the hanger immediately. I repeat, all expedition personnel are to report to the hanger at once!"

It seemed as though this little mystery would have to wait a while, for now Liara had to get to the hanger bay of the ship.

* * *

><p>To be continued<p>
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* * *

><p>-Turian Frigate, Hammer of the Spirits, Bridge-<p>

* * *

><p>It had taken a journey of several long, boring, tedious hours but the Hammer of the Spirits had finally arrived at its destination in the previously unexplored system. If one had been looking outside when they exited FTL they would have noticed that the ice that had completely encased the relay for countless millennia, was no longer there. Instead it had either drifted away after the Relay had been activated or had settled into orbit around the small planetoid on the edge of the system.<p>

The Hammer of the Spirits wasted no time and began to make with best possible speed towards the uninhabited Garden World. The closer that the Turian Frigate got to the planet, the more and more the feeling that Vyrnnus felt in his gut continued to grow ever more and more present. Originally he wanted to err on the side of caution and keep a safe distance away before dispatching a small flight of recon craft take a closer look at the planet before the frigate went into orbit around the planet.

For all they knew there could be some kind of automated asteroid defense system and Vyrnnus didn't want to risk everyone aboard his ship including the scientists just because the probes didn't pick up anything that appeared to be of any real relevance. Those machines had managed to keep a relatively decent distance from the planet and Vyrnnus had felt that at least some caution would be in the best interests of everyone aboard the Hammer.

Unfortunately, one of the three Spectres assigned to the mission, a turian by the name of Saren Arterius had countermanded his order and informed him that they were going straight for the planet at best possible speed. He had stated that there were to be no delays and no scouting. Under normal circumstances, when outside personnel tried to override Vyrnnus' orders he'd have them 'escorted' off of his bridge and back to their quarters after being told where they could stick their orders.

However the council had given Saren Arterius full command of all military assets during this little excursion, which meant that Vyrnnus had to follow the man's orders despite the captain's silent protests against an action like the one they were about to take. In the end Vyrnnus did his duty and rescinded his previous commands, all the while praying to the spirits that the Spectre wasn't making an enormous mistake.

Vyrnnus could easily see part of the reasoning behind the Spectre's orders, the probes hadn't detected anything unusual other than the interference that was coming from the planet's surface that had been interfering with their scanners. However just because the probes hadn't picked anything up when they scouted the region didn't mean that there wasn't anything there. Countless things could be waiting for them when they finally reached this unexplored world and Vyrnnus didn't get this far in his job by being careless and making rash decisions.

When the captain of the Hammer of the Spirits had tried to explain to Saren why they should be cautious when entering this new system but his words had fallen on deaf ears. The Spectre had refused to listen to anything that Vyrnnus had to say and instead reminded the captain that the Spectres were the ones in charge of the mission. He then proceeded to warned Vyrnnus that if he continued to question his orders than he and his men would be assigned to a remote listening post for the remainder of their careers.

Vyrnnus didn't know if the Spectre would make good on his threat but he wasn't willing to find out. Reluctantly the captain of the Hammer of the Spirits ordered the vessel to make for their destination at best possible. Soon images their destination came up on the main monitors and holo-imaging display units.

Just like the scans with the probes, the images of the planet were blurred at best and only worsened as they got closer and given the comments made by the man operating the sensors, it was also effecting their sensors as well. Vyrnnus hoped that this problem was only restricted to visual feeds and sensor scans of the planet and not communication as well. If it did then they'd have some very serious problems with getting word back and forth from the science teams when they went down.

The captain was just about to have the communications officer to inform the shuttles and their escorts' that they had been given clearance to leave the ship when the sensors officer all but shouted "Captain I'm getting an energy spike!" Vyrnnus' gave the man with an almost incredulous look.

"I thought we were only getting interference from the planet?" he questioned. The officer looked over at his commander and elaborated "It's not coming from the planet sir, it's coming from high orbit, and to be honest I'm not entirely sure what it is."

The captain's gut clenched, he had the feeling that something like this might happen. Instantly, over twenty years of combat experience and military training kicked in and Vyrnnus began barking orders to his subordinates "Raise the kinetic barriers immediately!" The Hammer of the Spirit's kinetic barriers went up seconds before several red beams were shot from several darkly colored, sphere shaped satellites.

At first Vyrnnus had hoped that the kinetic barriers would be strong enough to withstand whatever attacks were being thrown at them but much to his shock and horror, the beams were cutting straight through the ship's kinetic barriers and into the hull. Within moments they had several hull breaches running all across the ship. Thankfully the hanger hadn't been hit and those that were inside were relatively safe.

Alarms went off like mad even as a VI voice informed them in a frighteningly calm tone that there were several hull breaches all across the ship and proceeded to recommend that they evacuate the ship immediately.

Vyrnnus' head turned with a disturbing quickness and looked directly at the ship's communications officer again and yelled "Tell those spirit's damned shuttles in the hanger to get out of here now!" at the top of his lungs. The officer did as he was told and immediately relayed the orders to the shuttles that were still sitting in the hanger to leave the ship.

Once that was done the Hammer of the Spirits' captain turned to look at the rest of the bridge crew upon noticing that they hadn't even begun firing back at the satellites "Why haven't we returned fire?!" he demanded.

The gunnery officer of the ship checked the ship's readout and said "The first volley of hostile fire took out almost all of our weapons, all we have left are our guardian lasers and we're out of range!" After another volley of hostile fire shook the ship once again the readout showed that the engines had taken several direct hits turning them into little more than molten slag, and the hull breaches had all but torn the ship in half. As the

Captain Vyrnnus knew that they probably weren't going to get out of this situation alive, but he could at least try and save whatever was left of the crew. Vyrnnus tapped the ship's PA system "Attention all hands, the Hammer of the Spirits is lost, evacuate immediately. I repeat all hands, evacuate the ship immediately!" Soon after the order to abandon ship was given, a number of escape pods had been launched from the ship and due to the gravitational pull, headed straight downwards to the planet below. Vyrnnus then turned to his men, surprised that they were disobeying a direct order from their captain "That goes for all of you as well!" he shouted over the alarms.

None of the bridge officers moved from their seats. One of the other officers, the helmsman, a Turian by the name of lieutenant Kyras shook his head "Sir I think I speak for everyone when I say that we're staying right here." Vyrnnus wanted to remind them who was in charge of the ship but when he saw the resolve on each and every last one of their faces. It was obvious that even if he were to try and pull rank they would just ignore him and would stay at their stations.

Vyrnnus gave the turian equivalent of a smile the bridge crew. "It's been an honor to serve with you all," and his men smiled back. Just seconds before the next and final volley completely vaporized the ship's bridge Kyras just said "The honor was all ours sir."

* * *

><p>-Hammer of the Spirits, Hanger, a few minutes earlier-<p>

* * *

><p>When Liara had heard the order to assemble in the hanger over the ship's PA system, the young Asari scientist had all but sprinted down to the deck where the shuttles were waiting with the science team. Although the anxiety of what they would find down there should have been making Liara shake with excitement, she couldn't get over whatever it was she saw and heard back in the observation deck. Maybe she had seen some kind of strange hallucination maybe?<p>

Sure Liara hadn't been getting as much sleep as she should have been lately but it was very unlikely that only a couple of days without too much sleep would cause whatever it was she had just witnessed a few minutes earlier. Shortly after hearing the speech from that very odd voice a few minutes ago, Liara had been going over what had been said several times now. The words that stood out the most to the asari maiden were "prepare for unforeseen consequences."

What did it mean by that exactly? Was Liara about to do something that would have far reaching consequences or was she simply not getting enough sleep and had been seeing strange things happen as a result? For now she would have to try and put such thoughts out of her mind and focus on getting down to the hanger and hope to the Goddess that she wouldn't make a fool of herself by ending up late.

Much to her surprise and relief the shuttles were still being boarded by members of the science team and the soldiers that would providing them with security. Immediately she went to her assigned shuttle and much to her surprise, she saw Tali and Mordin in the same group that she was. She also noticed that there was also a battle scarred Krogan who was talking, or rather arguing with a Turian that wore blue armor and face paint.

The Turian seemed to be trying to warn the Krogan against doing anything rash while on the planet and that he would be watching him. In response, the Krogan actually started giving an almost roaring laugh. Before the Turian could make any kind of a response a Turian Spectre with red face paint and black armor butted in and talked to the Krogan.

Liara couldn't quite catch what it was but she did catch the words "C-Sec", "Charges" and "Bar" and a few other things that didn't make much sense. The Asari scientist decided that it would probably be for the best if she were to simply ignore them as she and the others boarded the shuttle.

A few moments later Liara was finally aboard the shuttle and took her seat which was -much to her surprise- directly across from Mordin and Tali. The Turian and the Krogan that had been arguing with one another just a few seconds earlier were being kept as far apart as possible. Unfortunately seeing as how most of the other side had already been filled so they would have to deal with being within six feet of one another. At least they had ceased trying to bait each other by exchanging verbal barbs and seemed to be relatively content to simply not speak to each other.

Liara soon found herself sitting right next to the Krogan who had an enormous shotgun in his hands. The way that he was holding the weapon was reminiscent of a parent holding a baby. It was quite strange and a bit unsettling display. Despite what many people thought, Liara had used guns before, mainly pistols in the rare event that wild animals would attack a dig site she was working in out of hunger and the archeologists would be forced to defend themselves.

Thankfully such things normally didn't happen very often as most wild animals tried to stay away from most of the dig sites if at all possible. Unfortunately as a result, Liara didn't have all that much experience with guns as she had originally hoped. Most of her time using weapons involved firing at training dummies down a range. the reason for this was that sometimes training with a firearm was a requirement for an archeologist to sign on to excavations on certain planets that had a large number of hostile life forms.

Liara was broken out of her thoughts when Mordin asked the krogan for his name, to which the Krogan introduced himself as Urdnot Wrex who then told the three of them that he'd been hired for some extra security on the little expedition. The Turian then proceeded to identify himself as Garrus Vakarian and he was apparently a veteran C-Sec officer who had also been brought on as additional security due to his experience as a law enforcement officer.

After everyone had finished introducing themselves, Wrex spoke up again; "So am I the only person here that thinks that this is just a little bit more than just your average science expedition?" he asked almost out of nowhere.

Only Liara and Tali were the ones who seemed to be somewhat confused by the question as neither of them had any real experience with the inner workings of the Citadel government. Seeing their confusion Garrus decided to elaborate for them "It's kind of overkill that the Council sends in _three_ of their best Spectre operatives on something as mundane as an archeological expedition." The C-Sec officer did make a very valid point. From what Liara had been told, Spectres only answered to the Council and they were only called into action under the most extreme of circumstances.

"So, why do you think they're here then?" Liara asked curiously. The turian gave his kind's version of a chuckle and decided to join in the conversation. "Well they don't really strike me as the kind of people that go on archeological digs for the fun of it so they're probably here for something el-" Garrus was cut off as the entire hanger started shaking, violently. No one had a chance to utter a word before alert sirens blared throughout the hanger and more than likely, the rest of the ship.

"Well that didn't sound normal now did it?" Wrex asked before the ship started shaking again, this time much more violently than it had been just a few seconds earlier. Some of the scientists started to talk in hushed tones as they wondered what had just happened. Was there some kind of a malfunction with the ship's systems making it seem like there was a problem with the ship itself, or perhaps the Hammer of the Spirits had taken on damage somehow.

Nobody needed to guess as to what had just transpired for very long though as a voice came through the intercom of the shuttle, "Attention all members of the science team and attached security personnel, we are under attack by unknown assailants and have taken heavy damage. All shuttles are to leave the ship immediately! I repeat all shuttles are to-" the voice was then cut out and replaced with static.

Immediately several of the security personnel that weren't already strapped in their seats got up and made sure that everyone was strapped in and ready for what would definitely be the most frightening moments of their lives. The shaking quickly became more and more violent as the hanger doors slowly started to open. There was a long ten seconds before the hanger doors were finally open. The very instant that the hanger doors were finally open, the shuttles took off and flew out of the ship.

Once outside the passengers aboard the shuttle could see red beams coming from something near the planet. The red beams went past the shuttles and instead seemed to target the Turian frigate. The beams tore through the kinetic barriers as though they were tissue paper. As the ship continued to get hit it was easy to see that there were hull breaches all across the ship and debris and bodies were flying out into space due to the depressurization. When the red beams hit the frigate again Liara could make out what looked like escape pods flying out of the ship and towards the atmosphere.

Soon the asari scientist noticed that they weren't trying to head for the Mass Relay and were instead heading straight for the planet. Panic started to spread through her as she thought it would probably be in their best interests to go back to the Mass Relay but she knew that shuttles didn't have that kind of range and did what she could to regain her calm. The others that she had been sitting with were also looking collected or at least most of them were trying to anyway.

Soon it seemed that when almost everyone who was part of the science team noticed it as and they started to panic. Many of them demanded that the pilot take them back to the Mass Relay and there were even a few of them looked like they were trying to get out of their harnesses and take over the shuttle directly. It was at this point that the Turian Spectre with the red face paint got up out of his seat and drew his sidearm and aimed it at the panicking scientists and ordered them to be silent.

Garrus looked like he was about to get up and confront the Spectre about pointing a weapon at civilian scientists but a restraining hand from a very stern looking Mordin, who shook his head "Needs to keep order, this the only way he can do it." It was needless to say that Garrus didn't approve of the Spectre's course of action in dealing with the unruly passengers and very reluctantly the C-Sec officer sat back down in his seat and didn't say a word.

Liara saw that Wrex was also appraising the situation and seemed very interested in what was going on, as though it were some kind of debate on a topic that he enjoyed and not a life or death situation. Mordin appeared to be ridiculously calm despite the dire situation that they had found themselves in, which made Liara wonder to herself if he had been in this kind of situation before. Tali was just clutching the seat as tightly as possible and Liara assumed was also quite fearful of the situation but it was difficult to tell as the face mask made reading facial expressions nearly impossible.

"Everyone sit back down and strap in, now! We don't have time for this, the shuttle is short range and doesn't have nearly enough fuel to get us back to the Mass Relay, so the only chance we have of survival is to head down to that planet!" he yelled.

Many of the scientist looked like they wanted to speak up against this clearly insane course of action, seeing as how they would probably end up in the crosshairs of the same weapons that had brought down the Hammer of Spirits. However many reconsidered when they realized that in order to do that, they would have to try and convince a very irritated Spectre operative to move out of the way. Reluctantly the scientists backed off as they would probably last longer against the unknown weapons than they would against the turian Spectre.

Liara took another look outside and saw that the same satellite weapons had finished off the Turian frigate and were now aiming directly at the shuttles and escape pods. In less than a second more red beams of what Liara assumed to be directed energy shot out at the vessels that were also heading down to the planet. Several of the shuttles and escape pods were completely obliterated in just a single shot from one of those satellite weapons, one of which was practically right next to the shuttle that she had boarded.

Many of the other scientists looked like they were about to go mad with fear, Liara couldn't blame them, hell she was on the verge of joining them. This was quite possibly the closest she had ever come to death in her entire life. She waited for the orb shaped weapons to open fire on the remaining shuttles and escape pods once again, but they didn't. They had stopped firing and instead seemed content to just leave them alone.

As they passed into the planet's atmosphere the craft started to level out a little bit and it began to descend downwards, and hopefully to somewhere safe and away from anything that would want them killed. The fear that had been eating away at Liara and some of the other passengers had begun to dissipate somewhat. At least now they knew that they weren't going to die from those orbital defense weapons.

Upon seeing that the civilian personnel had finally calmed down somewhat the turian Spectre sat back down in his seat and buckled himself in, albeit with some difficulty due to the turbulence the shuttle started to experience. He looked over in the direction of the cockpit and asked "Pilot where are we headed?"

The pilot didn't respond immediately, seeing as how he was more focused on getting the ship down to the ground safely, but when the turian pressed the issue the pilot finally gave him a response. "There's a small clearing near a large coastline, it'll give us some decent cover and concealment!" The Spectre seemed relatively satisfied with the answer and went silent as there was no real reason for him to speak up at the moment.

The rest of the ride was surprisingly quiet compared to what had happened just a few minutes earlier when they were still in the void of space. The ground steadily got closer as the shuttle descended to the surface and soon the space craft finally landed. Once the familiar thumping noise of landing gear hitting the ground echoed throughout the small ship, almost everyone in the science team let out cries of relief. The security personnel however mainly let out bated breaths but out of all of them the krogan, Wrex was the loudest. The tall Krogan let out a series of bellowing laughs that reverberated throughout the ship.

Liara watched as many of the scientists started to get out of their seats but when the Spectre held up a hand to stop them they sat back down, "The security team will go out first and secure the area, you will wait here until we've sounded the all-clear." Upon hearing this several armed and armored turians, asari, salarians and one krogan with a huge shotgun got out of their seats and the instant that the hatch was unsealed and opened up, the soldiers that were providing the group security rushed out of the shuttle with the Spectre leading them in a perfect military formation. A few moments later one of the asari commandos gave the group the all-clear and said that the scientists could exit the craft which they did so very eagerly.

* * *

><p>-Resistance Base, coast near City-17 around the same time-<p>

* * *

><p>Shepard and his fellow resistance fighters had been eating dinner in modest celebration of a damn near perfect raid on the Overwatch outpost. They always had little mock feasts like this after a raid that had a good haul or no casualties on the side of the resistance fighters as it helped to keep morale up. It was much a much better system than just having a pat on the back and having someone just say "good work," when they returned. Besides they needed to finish some of the food that the designated hunters of the group had found or hunted before it went bad.<p>

Jacob was about to cut the bullsquid steaks for the hungry resistance fighters when a bright orange colored light up the night skies through a couple of the partially boarded windows. Combat instinct kicked in and the rebels grabbed the nearest weapons that were available, which were actually some of the same weapons that they had taken with them on the raid and took up defensive positions by the windows. It was the Combine, it had to be! Shepard didn't know how but the Combine had had somehow managed to find their hideout but those bastards weren't going to catch them unprepared.

Upon looking outside the windows however the group quickly noticed that the fire in the sky was a fair distance away and it actually looked like there was something falling out of the sky. This should have been impossible as the 'asteroid defense system' the Combine had set up during the early days of the occupation of Earth had prevented space debris of any kind from falling through the atmosphere.

Nothing bigger than a softball was capable of entering the atmosphere without being completely obliterated. And yet it seemed as though something had indeed managed to make its way through the defenses in Earth's orbit. In fact several of the objects actually seemed to be slowing down and even _adjusting_ their course so that they would land in a nearby clearing just three or four miles away from their base.

Those that were looking outside via one of the other windows also saw what Shepard had just seen. "Sir, are those…things doing what I think they're doing?" the Russian asked from just a few feet away. Shepard just nodded, seemingly at a loss for words for a few moments as he watched the objects slowly make their way towards the surface of the planet.

While the group continued to watch what without a doubt several alien spaceships, Shepard managed to break his attention away from the sight in front of him and shook Kaiden's shoulder. The squad's reconnaissance specialist promptly stopped watching and looked over at his commanding officer and asked "Yeah, what is it Shepard?"

"We're going after those things," he stated with a tone of finality. The rest of the squad looked at their commanding officer with incredulous expressions. They had just gotten back from a raid and now they were supposed to go back out again and risk their lives on what may or may not end up being rocks that slipped past the Combine asteroid defense grid.

"Whether or not those are some form of alien ships or debris, anything that's able to get passed the Combine's orbital defenses is definitely worth having a look at. Everyone get ready to mount up we move in five." He ordered leaving no real room for discussion on the subject.

The team then started head down to the armory where they had their bigger weapons stashed as quickly as their legs could carry them. Lord knew that the Combine more than likely already knew about whatever it was that was coming in from orbit and were probably scrambling the Overwatch to go and secure the landing sites before anyone decided to get there first.

To be continued.
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A/N: Just so everyone knows this takes place several weeks before Half-Life 2 even begins and besides, Gordon isn't likely to meet up with Shepard and company until sometime either shortly before, or after the siege of the Citadel (the Combine Citadel obviously for those of you who haven't seen much Half-Life 2, in which case shame on you!). Also I may have increased the destructive power of the Tau cannon a little bit, but this is a more advanced version than the one from the first Half-Life game.

* * *

><p>-Earth, Resistance Base-<p>

* * *

><p>Shepard and the rest of his team were all in the armory getting the biggest, most powerful weapons they had on hand. It was obvious that if those objects that had managed to bypass the orbital defenses were indeed alien space ships, then the Combine would definitely want to get their hands on them as well as any occupants that were unfortunate enough to be inside them. The thought of what the Combine did to their prisoners was reason enough for Shepard to move at a faster pace.<p>

Unlike most of their raids where they only carried one or two heavy weapons at the maximum so they wouldn't risk damaging the equipment they acquired from the Combine this time they were going all out. For the first time in quite a while Shepard was actually letting his team take some of the more destructive weapons that they had in their rather considerable arsenal.

Vega practically grinned with excitement when he heard his commander's decree and immediately went for the group's only Minigun. It had a five hundred round, belt fed magazine that was connected to a backpack that stored the ammunition for the weapon. For a sidearm he grabbed a desert eagle with an attached laser sight/flashlight. Nikolai had just finished putting several packs of medi-gel into his pack and was going over the weapons that were on the rack. For a few moments he just stood there rubbing his chin as if deep in thought before he finally picked out what it was he wanted. He took off a Bizon submachine gun as well as a pair of 9mm USPs.

Zaeed had in his hands an overwatch sniper rifle, a rocket launcher and an UZI with a folding stock. Kaiden went with a stockless AK74M with an underslung grenade launcher and a rocket launcher that had steerable missiles along with a 9mm match USP. Jenkins was about to go for the team's PKM light machine gun but Ashley had already beaten him to the punch and taken it and started to load a new magazine into the weapon's large frame.

Although mildly frustrated at once again being denied one of the weapons that he'd been coveting for quite some time the young rebel didn't try and request that the weapon be given to him and instead focused on a Combine pulse rifle and grabbed it as quickly as he could before anyone could call "dibs" on it. He may not have gotten the weapon that he had originally been looking at but at least he got his hands on something that was at least moderately destructive when compared to some of the other things in their arsenal.

Jacob had already grabbed the weapon that everyone predicted that he would take as it was the same gun that he took on nearly every mission, the SPAS-12 shotgun. After he grabbed that weapon he looked over at one of the nearby racks and saw one of the more destructive weapons in their arsenal the Tau Cannon. Although it was a powerful weapon, Shepard's team rarely used it as several of the older prototype models had a nasty habit of exploding when fired for too long. When they were given one by a supply courier the team was reluctant to use it, to say the least and this would be the very first time they actually brought it out into combat with them.

"Hey Shepard, the uh, Tau Cannon, it's not going to blow off my hand or anything if I decide to fire it right?" Jacob asked dubiously. Shepard looked over at him and shook his head "Apparently it's gotten the seal of approval from doctor Magnusson and several other scientists and considering how they spent almost three years of testing it I think it should be safe to kill things with." Despite Shepard's assurances Jacob still looked very doubtful that the weapon was safe for the user. Eventually Jacob relented and grabbed the Tau cannon but not before first giving his commanding officer a few words of warning, "Just so you know Shepard if this thing blows off my arms or something like that I'm blaming you," said Jacob in an almost joking tone to which his commanding officer just gave a nonchalant shrug.

Once everyone had finished grabbing the weapons they wanted or needed for the fight that they would surely be getting into they all but ran to the garage where their makeshift APC was waiting for them. As they make their way there a thought came to Vega he immediately called out to Shepard "Hey Loco, how do we know they're not just going to shoot us when they see us? I mean we are pretty heavily armed and they did only just make it past the Combine's orbital defenses and I'm pretty sure that they're going to be a little bit pissed at that kind of welcome."

Shepard bit his lip. He had already considered that scenario to be a possibility and he prayed to god that it wouldn't come to something like that and these, visitors would see that they were trying to keep them alive. If that didn't work then, they'd have to cross that bridge when they came to it.

"Well with some luck they'll at least wait before they start shooting everyone and realize that we aren't the reason that they're here. If not well, then I'll think of something." That definitely wasn't the reassuring answer that Vega had hoped for but what kind of an answer would one be able to give for a situation like the one that they were about to walk into? The team quickly made their way towards their truck, got aboard and took their seats like they had so many times before.

Jacob got into the driver's seat and started the engine which roared to life just a few seconds later. Jacob all but floored the gas pedal and the truck's tires squealed for a moment against the concrete floor of the garage before they propelled the truck forwards and towards the landing site. Hopefully they would be able to get to them before the Combine did.

* * *

><p>-Landing Zone-<p>

* * *

><p>It took several minutes for the scientists to exit the shuttle. It wasn't because there was a problem with the doors, but because the security teams aboard the vessel felt the need to ensure the area was safe before the civilians exited. Given everything that had just happened Liara and many members of the scientists and other civilian personnel couldn't really blame them for wanting to be more on the safe side.<p>

Once the security teams finally gave the all clear the scientists were allowed to exit the craft. When Liara walked out she stretched her arms and legs a little bit as it was remarkably cramped inside the ship given how many people were inside. After she finished she took in the landscape that the ship had landed in. It was a rather large area that was covered in almost nothing but dirt that was also covered in cliffs and rocks.

She saw the several of the security teams that were on the shuttle moving away from the crash site presumably to establish a perimeter around the area in case there was any hostile indigenous life forms. Liara hoped that this wouldn't be the case and that they would instead be able to prevent any more bloodshed. She knew that it was probably naïve to think this but she was praying to the Goddess that what happened above the surface of the planet was some sort of a mistake and that it was some kind of asteroid defense system that thought that they were a large chunk of debris or something.

If the inhabitants of this world were simply hostile then there wouldn't be much any of them could do. They were essentially trapped on this world as the orbital defenses would probably cut their ship to ribbons before it could even make it past the atmosphere. Liara didn't want to admit it but they were all probably going to remain stranded on this world for the foreseeable future.

Nearby Liara saw Garrus and Mordin going over the many supplies that the shuttle had on board when it landed, while Wrex along with some of the other members of the exploration team had already started to carry more of them out of the ship itself. Liara noticed that the Spectre from earlier was speaking with a salarian in combat armor about something, she walked over to the Spectre operative who was clearly now in charge.

As Liara approached she saw the salarian giving the Spectre a nod of acknowledgement before walking off. She didn't' really know what the conversation was about but it wasn't really any of her business, right now she just wanted to do something, anything that would help take her mind off of what was going on. When was within a few meters of the turian Spectre, she saw him look right at her before giving the turian equivalent of a frown and letting out a small groan of annoyance. Liara wondered if she had done something that offended him and was about to ask what she could do to help when he spoke.

"Before you ask, no I don't know how long we're going to be here and no, I have no idea where the other shuttles are located." Liara blinked a couple of times in confusion, did he think that she was going to bother him with questions that he didn't know the answer to? Instead she decided to just say what she was originally going to say "Um, actually sir; I was going to ask if there was anything that I could do to help."

The Turian Spectre seemed surprised at the request the asari was making but pleasantly so. There weren't all that many from the science team that offered their services to try and help unless they were being given an order. Instead a few of them had started badgering him for answers regarding the situation at hand. It was a nice change of pace to the Spectre to not have to deal with any complaining civilian personnel.

"If that's the case then there's a group over there that's getting the supplies organized and ready for use if the need arises, they may need some assistance with that task," he said as he pointed towards the group in which he was referring to. They were only bout ten or fifteen meters away from where they were standing and Liara then hurried over to go and help organize the supplies with some of the other civilian personnel.

As she helped the group go over some of the containers she found that most had nothing but archeological equipment designed for small scale excavations. In other words, those particular containers were almost completely useless for the survivors.

Fortunately, there were just as many that had food and water supplies, half were marked "dextro" for the turians and quarian in the group given their different digestive tracts and immune systems. There were also several crates that contained numerous weapons including assault rifles, sniper rifles, sub machine guns, shotguns and there was even a rocket launcher. This cache of weapons brought some credibility to Wrex's earlier statements about there being something odd about this expedition. Of course it could just be the CERD being cautious but with everything that had happened up until now, this was too much to have been a coincidence.

What really came to mind were those words that had been whispered into her ears when she was back on the Hammer of the Spirits, _"Prepare for unforeseen consequences"_ it had said. At the time she didn't even really consider that whisper to be of any real importance as she had assumed that it was probably just a dizzy spell or something similar brought on by a lack of sleep. Now though she was considering the meaning behind the words. Did the voice refer to the destruction of the Hammer of Spirits or was it something else, something that was going to happen at some point in the future?

Liara was broken out of her thoughts by a strange noise that was coming from the same direction that she'd seen those security teams move towards. The noise itself sounded like the thrusters mounted on an air transport back at the citadel only it was louder and Liara could faintly hear another noise that was obviously mechanical but it didn't sound like anything she had heard before.

Seconds later there was gunfire coming from the direction that the strange sounds were coming from just moments before. Some of it was from mass accelerator weaponry but most of it sounded much different. Upon hearing the gunshots many of the researchers all but jumped in surprise and alarm or let out frightened gasps as they weren't used to gunfire. Even Liara practically jumped out of her skin before she regained her composure and went for the nearest weapon available which happened to be a pistol inside one of the crates.

She'd used a pistol only a couple of times before, back on some of her digs where hostile indigenous life forms would try and make a meal out of her. Even then, she mostly just used her biotics on whatever was trying to attack her which either killed them or scared them off. Somehow Liara doubted that this would be the case here.

The gunshots continued for a few more seconds before everything became very quiet. Then there was something that Liara never really expected to see in her life. There were several giant, creatures, for lack of better word flying up in the air carrying strange, almost foreboding looking metal boxes. They had several oversized limbs and judging by the entities' sheer size, Liara wondered how it was possible that they were able to stay afloat in the air like that, let alone carry something as heavy looking as that container.

When these creatures or whatever they were came closer though, Liara noticed that it actually had propulsion units on its four rear legs and front legs. Whatever this thing was it was quite possibly biomechanical in nature. As it approached Liara heard more gunfire, only it was from farther off in the distance. It was probably from the crews of the other shuttles and escape pods that managed to make it down in one piece. It was quite obvious to Liara that these, _things_ were the cause of it and this was all but confirmed when a small auto-turret that was built into the crate was aimed directly at the survivors and started firing at them.

What looked like blue colored energy was shot from the turret. Several of the other scientists and security personnel were gunned down almost instantly as whatever weapon these aliens were using cut through their kinetic barriers with frightening ease. Some of the security officers opened fire with their own weapons but their rounds simply bounced off the target (A/N: If rifle fire in the Mass Effect games can't take down transports like Cerberus' shuttles then I seriously doubt that it could really do anything to a Combine Dropship).

Thinking quickly Liara and several other members of the security and science teams got behind whatever form of protection they could find. Liara's happened to be behind one of three large rocks that were all but right next to one another and she found that she wasn't the only one there as it seemed that Mordin and Tali had the same idea for cover that she had. Both had their weapons out but instead of firing at the enemy transports they stayed down under cover, as did Garrus, Wrex and the Spectre who had opted to stay behind nearby rocks as well.

The things hovered just a few feet above the ground and the door that was located on the front of the containers opened. Each one had several individuals dressed in what was undoubtedly combat armor. Their armor was grey in color and their faces were obscured by a strange looking helmet that had strange almost glowing blue lenses located where they eyes probably were. Some of the weapons they carried used the same kind of ammunition that tore through the kinetic barriers that many of the group used and were easily able to gun down most of the remaining scientists and security officers who were desperately trying to hold them back.

Liara knew that she had to offer whatever aid she could and lashed out with her biotics. She used a singularity on a group of soldiers, sending them floating up into the air where they were picked up by expert shots from the security teams. "Hah, this is almost as fun as blowing up pyjaks stuck in cargo containers with a rocket launcher!" said Wrex as he let out a bellowing laugh while shooting at the floating enemy soldiers.

Unfortunately just as the soldiers continued to go down, even more kept arriving on those strange almost insect like transports. Only they weren't alone by the time the second wave came along which was less than two minutes after the first. This time there were strange, three legged creatures, a little shorter than a fully grown turian.

They had blue and white carapaces and two large glowing blue eyes that were vertically arranged in the center of the head/body, and they made disturbing shrieking noises whenever they were shot at. They fired strange flechette like projectiles from just underneath their eyes that exploded shortly after they impacted something.

It took concentrated fire from several different weapons just to take one of those monsters down and when one did the rest howled in a rage and fought with even more ferocity. One member of the science team, an asari, panicked and made an attempt to flee with her life, she was unable to get very far though.

One of the creatures saw this and chased after her. A pair of knife like mandibles unfurled from underneath the head/body as it quickly closed in on its prey the mandibles shot forwards and impaled the asari through the abdomen. The mandibles hoisted the victim up into the air for a few moments. The asari screamed in agony before the creature pushed her off its mandibles, making her fall to the ground. She was too weak to stand up and instead started to slowly crawl away. The scientist didn't get too far as the creature brought up one of its hoof like legs and brought it down on her neck, crushing it with an audible crack.

The creature wasn't able to celebrate its victory for very long though as the turian Spectre from earlier tossed an inferno grenade at the creature. Two moments later the grenade exploded and the creature started to scream in agony or rage, Liara couldn't tell which but it zeroed in on the Spectre that had set it ablaze and gave a high pitched shriek before it stumbled onto the ground, dead and still burning.

As the battle continued to wage on, the survivors steadily started to lose more and more ground to this unknown enemy. Soon there was only Liara, Mordin, Tali, Garrus, Wrex, the Spectre and a couple of others left alive. The enemy soldiers however did not emerge unscathed as many of them were killed but they weren't deterred in the slightest. In fact they still fought with the same level of discipline and efficiency that they had shown earlier, even when they were heavily wounded they remained undaunted and continued to fight. It made many of them wonder if they had any thoughts of self-preservation at all.

Soon another one of those strange organic transports arrived, this one however was not carrying a container like the others did. Instead there was another strange looking creature that looked like an oversized version of those three legged monsters that cut apart most of the remaining survivors. The difference was that its limbs were bonier in appearance and instead of hooves for feet it had a large spike sticking out at the end of the leg. Another difference was that the creature also had a brown carapace as opposed to the blue and white ones on the smaller creatures.

The transport dropped it close to the ground and once it was clear, the thing started to unfurl itself and stand at a ridiculous height. It was then that Liara and the others got a good look at the enormous three legged entity and realized that it wasn't a living creature but some sort of a machine. It had two guns fused directly into its body, one was built into the machine's head while the other was mounted underneath the body.

Several of the security personnel made a mad dash for the supply crates that contained the heavier weapons that had been brought as well. Unfortunately the three legged machine spotted them and charged up its weapon again. The security officers had just managed to make it to the crates and were about to grab the rocket launcher when the weapon on the enemy machine finished charging up. The supply crates and the people that attempted to get to them were completely obliterated. Charred pieces of the crates and their contents went up into the air while the ones closest to the epicenter were simply vaporized along with the security personnel.

The machine then glanced over at the shuttle that the survivors had been using and the larger of the two hull mounted weapons started to glow once again as the thing gave a loud, angry roar. Once the glowing reached its peak a bluish white beam fired from the barrel of the weapon and into the shuttle. The moment that the shuttle was struck by the weapon's fire it exploded. Their only way off planet was now gone and it didn't look like they were going to last all that much longer themselves.

With heavy weapons no longer being an option and their small arms weaponry having no effect on the machine, everyone who was capable of using biotic powers utilized them as best they could but it wasn't enough. Biotic warps and reaves struck the machine but it just wasn't doing enough damage to the superstructure.

Tali even made an attempt to hack the three legged mech but its technology was absolutely nothing like the computers and machinery that were used in either Council or Terminus controlled systems and was therefore much more difficult to hack into. She was quickly forced to give up on it given the circumstances and instead opted to use her combat drone to help in the fight.

The smaller of the two weapons the three legged mech was armed with opened fire on the survivors and gunned many of them down to the point where only a handful remained. The thing turned and spotted Liara but before it could end her life there was a loud noise that sounded like something streaking through the air. The next thing anyone knew there was a loud boom and an explosion on the machine's body.

It shrieked as though it were in pain and then it was impacted once again by another salvo of rockets and what appeared to be lightning impacting its tough hide. The gunfire itself coming from just over a nearby hill, and there was a loud revving noise that was starting to get closer and closer to them.

* * *

><p>The group was still riding towards the nearest landing site when they saw the aliens engaging the Combine soldiers. Shepard had to admit that he wasn't expecting to end up seeing a strider when he and the rest of his team went to go and see if they could help these 'visitors'. The instant Shepard saw the damn thing he ordered Zaeed, Kaiden and Jacob to take it out.<p>

Zaeed and Kaiden grabbed their guided rocket launchers and opened the hatches on the top of the transport and stood up through them and waited for the strider to get within range of their guns but once they were they fired. Jacob meanwhile reluctantly retrieved the handheld Tau cannon from its spot on a nearby seat and aimed it at the War of the Worlds reject and began to charge the weapon.

The weapon started to emit a humming noise as three interconnected cylinders started to spin along with the barrel of the weapon. The weapon fired, sending a lightning bolt shaped discharge towards the target. Once it impacted the strider gave the same low pitched moaning noise it would have made if it had been struck by a rocket. This suggested that a fully powered shot would do the same amount of damage as a rocket.

Jacob had been ready to toss the weapon at the first sign of overheating or even the most remote possibility of it exploding. However he was pleased to see that such an action was now unnecessary as he continued to fire at the Strider as the team got closer and closer to the remains of the 'visitors'' ship. The strider turned its attention away from what the group presumed were the alien arrivals and towards the rebels. Unfortunately it was too slow to react as more rockets, machinegun and Tau cannon fire eventually did enough damage to kill the Combine synth. The machine gave a low pitched moan and fell to the ground finally dead.

Now that the walking tank was well and truly dead, or whatever it was that passed for dead among a synth, the only thing that the team really had to worry about were the hunters and the Overwatch grunts. With some luck they would be able to get these aliens out of there before enemy air support showed up. Nikolai drove truck forwards at an almost ridiculous amount of speed at the closest enemy unit, which just so happened to be a hunter. If Nikolai didn't know any better, right before impacting the Combine synth, he would have sworn that he saw the damn thing giving him the deer-in-headlights look.

Regardless the synth let out a high pitched shriek when the truck impacted its hide, making Nikolai crack a small grin. He always got a small sense of satisfaction of seeing one of those bastards getting wasted. The team's medic slowed down to the point where the truck was in-between the aliens and the overwatch grunts. In the back of the truck the team opened the doors leading out of the vehicle and the team rushed outside.

The group got out of the truck and opened fire on the storm trooper rip offs. Many of them went down completely shredded to pieces thanks in part to Vega's Minigun and Ashley's PKM. The remaining overwatch grunts attempted to fire back which made Shepard's team to dive for the closest piece of cover they could find.

Unfortunately not everyone managed to get into cover unscathed as Jenkins was hit several times in the chest from an overwatch pulse rifle. The rebel hit the ground with a dull thud. When Shepard saw his comrade in arms on the ground and unmoving, he yelled "Man down!"

Adrian quickly grabbed Jenkins and pulled him towards the side of the armored truck that would give them cover from the enemy. As he did this the rest of his team provided suppressing fire and succeeded in gunning down about half of the enemy number.

Once Shepard was finally behind some cover he saw the many bloody wounds that dotted Jenkins' body and although he knew that it was a futile attempt, he checked for even the weakest pulse. As he suspected there wasn't even the barest hint of a pulse in the body. "Son of a bitch!" he swore as his hatred towards the Combine and all those associated with them started to increase ever further,

Shepard leaned from cover just enough that he could get off a decent shot at the closest overwatch trooper. When he had one in his sights he squeezed the trigger on his AK, sending a five round bust of 7.62mm rounds downrange at the target. All five rounds hit the target, the first two striking the chest portion of the armor, keeping the damage relatively small. The remaining three however hit the vulnerable neck areas and one managed to blow straight through the right vision lens of the helmet and entered the eye socket before entering and exiting the skull. The overwatch trooper was dead long before he hit the ground.

Even as Shepard's team continued to open fire on the Combine overwatch the alien visitors weren't just staying behind cover doing nothing, they actually started firing their own weapons at the overwatch troopers that quickly started to go down. Hell several enemy soldiers actually started _floating_, in midair with a blue aura surrounding each of them. Shepard also noticed that there was also a blue aura around one of the aliens that looked distinctly feminine but he decided it best not to question what was happening and instead focused on killing the rest of the overwatch forces.

The enemies that Shepard and his men paid special attention to were the remaining hunters who were quickly gunned down with a literal hail of bullets, explosives and energy weapon fire. Several of the hunters ended up shredded to pieces with their white blood spilling all over the ground while the others were blown to pieces due to the explosives but it didn't really matter how they died to Shepard, so long as they were dead.

With their heavy support gone, the remaining grunts found themselves vastly outgunned and with a little help from the aliens who had crashed just a few minutes prior, were all killed over the course of about fifteen seconds. Most were covered in bullet holes while others were partially charred. Shepard looked over at Jenkins' body and let out a sad sigh before he went to retrieve his dog tags. It was unlikely that Jenkins had any remaining family but in the event that he did, they would probably want some sort of a memento.

Once he grabbed the dog tags he turned around to face the aliens, hoping that he'd be able to figure out a way to convince them to get in the truck before more members of the Combine overwatch decided to show up.

* * *

><p>to be continued.<p> 


	6. Meet and Greet

Half-Life the Convergence

Chapter 6

Meet and Greet

Disclaimer: I don't own Half-Life or Mass Effect, they are all owned by their respective copyright owners.

.

* * *

><p>-City 17, Citadel, Breen's Office-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

Doctor Breen was perhaps one of the most reviled human beings on the planet Earth. Countless people across the planet considered him to be the greatest traitor in the history of the world. Nearly twenty years ago doctor Breen negotiated mankind's surrender to the invading Combine. As a result they rewarded him by making him Earth's administrator. He acted as the public face for the Combine occupation, their official spokesperson as well as the leader of most of their military operations on the planet. To an extent, his position effectively allowed him to rule the world, so long as he did exactly what the Combine commanded of him.

In the twenty years since then, Breen had done his utmost best to convince humanity's new benefactors that their species as a whole was a worthy investment and would eventually prove themselves an indispensable part of their empire. While Breen had enjoyed some success in this endeavor, the Combine remained mostly unconvinced of Breen's confidence in humanity's usefulness towards further expanding their near endless empire, despite his attempts to show them otherwise. Apparently they were quite frustrated that even after twenty years there were still humans that continued to resist the new order as well as the lack of success that Breen had been having in attempting to stamp them out.

It was understandable Breen supposed. After all there weren't all that many who would enjoy being conquered by a foreign entity that was nearly impossible to retaliate against. The Native Americans had reacted much the same way when the Europeans started arriving in America and taking over the land that had been theirs for countless generations. However eventually the Native Americans were forced to accept their new situation, just like how the rest of Humanity would have to accept Combine rule sooner or later. Whether they wanted to or not this was the new reality and they needed to stop living in a dream.

Recently though there was a new development that had the Combine Advisers working in a scramble something that Breen had never seen happen before. They had instructed Breen to send a large detachment of the overwatch to the coastlands several miles outside of City 17.

Apparently an alien craft from outside the solar system approached the global defense system that the Combine set up shortly after the Seven Hours War. The vessel was quickly and rather easily destroyed but not before a number of smaller craft somehow managed to make it past the network and land on the planet.

Humanity's benefactors were, in layman's terms: completely pissed. Apparently they didn't want any other species in this galaxy interfering this early in their plans. They instructed Breen to send in as many overwatch personnel as possible to secure the landing sites of the craft that managed to enter through the atmosphere and eliminate most of the survivors but to keep a few small groups alive for study and interrogation.

So far they had been rather successful in this endeavor. Many prisoners had been taken from the extraterrestrial transports and the rest were currently being systematically exterminated. The prisoners themselves would be taken to Nova Prospekt for interrogation and experimentation. Of course the interrogation would only begin after the language centers of the ETs brains were scanned and translation software was set up, while the experimentation would commence on isolated groups separate from the ones that were to be interrogated.

Perhaps Breen would have a few of the prisoners shipped directly to him at the Citadel so that he could perform some of the questioning and experimentation on them himself. After all it wasn't every day that one was able to speak directly to extraterrestrial entities that originated in this particular universe.

Besides it had been so long since he had the opportunity to work in a lab that it would be rather nice to relive some warm memories back when he had been but a simple researcher back at Black Mesa. It would also end up being quite interesting to see how these creatures reacted to the fact that they weren't dealing with some primitive race but instead an empire that spanned several universes.

He knew would probably react by thinking that he was either crazy or was lying to them or both, after all Breen had thought much the same when the Combine told him about their empire. However Breen could easily provide them with more than enough evidence pointing to the contrary as the Advisors had did with him when he was skeptical of their claims. All he had to do now was wait patiently for word to come back from the soldiers that had been sent out. With some luck they would contact him soon as Humanity's benefactors were beginning to grow very impatient.

.

* * *

><p>-Unknown planet, CERD expedition crash site-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

There was a tense silence in the air after the last attacking hostile died. These new arrivals had quickly and completely eliminated the hostile locals with ridiculous speeds and now they had just turned their attention to the remaining scientists and security personnel. They didn't have their weapons trained on them and didn't appear to be trying to take any aggressive actions but after what had just happened a few minutes ago the remaining members of the expedition didn't really want to take any chances.

These aliens were similar to the Asari, to the point that it was almost disturbing, they had the same body structure and very similar facial features only they didn't have blue skin and instead of scalp crests they had tufts of fur on their heads. All of them had their weapons lowered but it didn't take much to tell that they were wary of them. This sort of behavior was pretty understandable as they had no idea who they were, or what their intentions towards them were at that point.

Nihlus barked out orders for the few remaining survivors of the expedition to lower their weapons and not to make any threatening gestures towards their apparent rescuers. Mordin, Tali, Garrus and Liara did so immediately given how they didn't want to risk any hostilities between the survivors and their rescuers but Wrex was hesitant at first but soon lowered his weapon as well.

One of the aliens, the apparent leader of their group, began to approached the survivors with his hands slightly raised upwards in what was possibly either a placating gesture or for all they knew it could even be a greeting. Hopefully it wasn't a 'get off our planet before we kill you' gesture otherwise they were pretty much screwed.

As the native continued to approach them, Nihlus looked over at the only remaining asari in the group. She was probably the only hope they really had left of communicating with these people, at least until the salarian could rig up some kind of translation for their omni tools. But for that to happen they needed someone that was capable of understanding their language.

It only took Nihlus a few moments to recall the asari's name from the personnel files he'd gotten a hold of before embarking on the Hammer of the Spirits. Her name was Liara T'Soni, the daughter of an asari Matriarch by the name of Benezia T'Soni.

Nihlus looked over at the asari and spoke up "T'Soni," he called. The asari reluctantly took her eyes off of the native and looked over at the Spectre operative "Y-yes, sir?" she asked not really knowing how else to address the Spectre. What she heard him say next was so direct and to the point that Liara didn't know if it was a request or an order "I need you to meld with that native that is approaching us, immediately."

Liara was about to argue, tell the Spectre that she had only a very limited practical experience in regards to asari melding, she was educated when she was but a child on how to do it of course as all asari were. By Athame she hadn't even performed the melding once before now.

However Liara knew that they had no other alternatives available to them. Their ship was destroyed along with most of their supplies and the only weapons they had left were the ones they held in their hands. It was very clear that they wouldn't survive another engagement with those hostiles from earlier. They needed to communicate with their rescuers to get a better picture on what was going on.

"Alright," Liara conceded "I'll do it." The asari archeologist slowly but calmly approached the native so as not to make him or the others that she was making a hostile act. The others natives seemed tense and it was easy to tell that they were gripping their weapons tighter than they had been earlier, ready to act on a moment's notice. Liara couldn't blame them, this was probably their species' first contact and they had no way of knowing if what was left of the CERD team was hostile or not.

Liara slowed her pace and put her hands up in a similar manner to what the native was doing, hoping that this would be seen as a friendly gesture. Liara continued to walk up to the native until they were both but a few feet away from each other. The native gestured towards himself "Adrian Shepard," he said. Liara assumed that this must have been the individual's name. Liara then copied the gesture and said "Liara T'Soni."

The young asari scientist stepped forwards again, now she was within arm's reach of the native and began to reach for his head to begin the melding process. Apparently Adrian Shepard's comrades believed that this was a hostile gesture, causing them to raise their weapons at the Asari which in turn made the survivors from the shuttle raise theirs. There was a tense standoff for several seconds, neither seemed to be willing to make any moves but each were prepared to fight in a moment's notice.

Shepard appeared to make a rather unpleasant looking face before he turned his head back at his group and shouted something at them. One of his friends tried to say something, but was interrupted by Shepard as he shouted at them again, what he said was unknown but he was clearly upset about something. There was a brief pause for several seconds and Liara began to pray to Athame that this wouldn't end in bloodshed all because she unwittingly did something that angered the natives of this planet.

Her prayers were apparently answered as Shepard's comrades lowered their weapons, albeit reluctantly. After their weapons were lowered the survivors of the CERD expedition did the same, even Wrex surprisingly didn't hesitate to lower his Claymore shotgun. Liara could feel the sweat coming down from her forehead from the anxiety she felt throughout that mistake. That could have gone very badly for both groups.

Hesitating only slightly as she was worried that this would provoke another incident Liara raised her arms back up towards Shepard's face and uttered two simple words "Embrace Eternity." Liara's eyes turned completely black as was normal when the asari melding began.

Although the melding could allow the asari to go through the subject's memories it was only if the other individual participating in the meld consented to it. Which clearly wasn't the case here. At first Liara had trouble navigating her way through the native's mind and although she initially thought it had something to do with this being her first melding she soon realized that this person's mind was very, very well guarded.

Thankfully though, general information such as the native's name "_Adrian_ _Shepard_," the name of his species _"human"_ and his language "_English"_ were among the few unprotected portions of his mind. Once she got what was needed for her to communicate with these people, Liara ended the meld.

The world seemed to blink back into existence for her and she saw the man in front of her lose his balance and fall backwards onto the dirt. The man's comrades had varying reactions, some of them rushed forward to help their fallen leader who was already starting to get back up from where he had fallen while the others raised their weapons up at the aliens again. Hoping to avoid an unnecessary fight with their rescuers Liara spoke up hoping that she was getting the words right.

"Wait, please stop!" Liara begged in a heavily accented form of English. The humans in response didn't utter a word for several seconds. They clearly hadn't expected Liara to be able to speak their language just a few minutes after meeting one another. The truth was it was still very difficult to learn a new language on the fly like this but there wasn't really much of an alternative for them.

"The fuck?" one of the humans uttered who happened to be carrying a rather large weapon that had multiple barrels rather than just one. "Alright how in the hell can you speak English now?" demanded the only female in the group or at least Liara assumed that it was a female given how she looked.

The female looked at Shepard as she helped her commanding officer up off the ground "You okay sir?" Shepard nodded "I think so, I'm not entirely sure what just happened but I don't think she was trying to hurt me." Liara felt her worries subside somewhat, it appeared as though she hadn't given off the impression of hostility with the leader of the group. However the others still kept their guns trained on them in the event that their leader was wrong.

"You mind telling me who you are and what the bloody hell you just did to Commander Shepard?!" one of the other individuals asked, this one a heavily scarred male that was carrying what appeared to be some sort of a scoped rifle.

"My name is Liara T'Soni. As for what I did; I, uh melded with your leader, Shepard's mind, upon doing so I was able to learn his name and language." The group of humans looked understandably skeptical of Liara's claims but before any of them could utter so much as a word there was a loud noise that sounded like a low pitched and almost mechanical roar. The roar itself didn't sound like the other entities they had just fought but that didn't mean whatever they were didn't have other things at their disposal.

The CERD survivors looked over at a nearby hill formation where the noise from earlier had come from, while the humans tensed up nervously and gripped their weapons even tighter than they had been earlier. "Would you mind asking our new friends what that sound was?" Garrus requested not taking his eyes and sniper rifle off the direction the noise had come from. Liara was about to heed that request when Shepard all but yelled "Liara tell your friends to get in the transport now, we have to get the hell out of here!"

"Why? What is going-" she started to ask but Shepard would have none of it as now really wasn't the time to just stand there and give answers.

"I'll explain everything later, but right now we need to haul ass out of here now or we're all dead! Now could you please go tell your friends to get in the goddamn truck!" Liara knew that if that noise from earlier made these people worried then it was clear that Liara and the others should be wary of it as well. She quickly relayed the message to the rest of the survivors and although they seemed a bit hesitant they did as they were told.

The remnants of the CERD team filed into the makeshift transport as quickly as their feet could carry them. They figured that if the locals were this agitated around whatever creature had roared like that, then they should probably be worried as well. Liara was the last one in but she saw something standing atop the hill where the roar had come from out of the corner of her eye. She turned her head to confirm that she had indeed seen something. Sure enough there was a human male wearing some kind of suit and was carrying a strange case with his right arm. Liara couldn't be sure given the distance between the two of them but she could swear the human was smiling at her.

The asari scientist then felt someone grab her shoulder causing her to jump with surprise. She turned to where she was grabbed and she found that it was Shepard "Lady did you not hear what I just said? Get in the damned truck before that thing gets here and kills all of us!" he ordered. Liara only nodded and looked back towards the hill for a moment but the individual she had seen earlier was gone and dismissing what she had seen as just a trick of the now fading light in the sky, Liara then entered the 'truck' and took a seat near the door.

After getting seated Liara looked outside through one of the narrow slit like windows and saw something truly monstrous. It was an enormous creature, it had dark blue skin that was similar to the carapace of that of an insect. The most defining feature of it however was the enormous, rage-filled red eye in the center of its head. In fact it almost seemed as though it was glowing red as it let out another roar and started to charge at the vehicle that they were in.

"Get us the fuck out of here Jacob, now!" Shepard yelled at the top of his lungs to the driver of the vehicle. Jacob immediately complied with the order and the truck took off at full speed away from the monstrous creature that let out another angry roar and began to charge after them.

At first it looked as though the monster was about to catch up with them. As it did Liara saw the monster's pincer hands open up like it was going to attempt to grab the vehicle but instead streaks of blue fire shot out of it. The flames were so close that Liara swore she could feel the inside of the truck quickly getting warmer and warmer. When the truck started to pick up speed the heat started to dissipate somewhat and upon taking another glance out at the view slit and saw that they were starting to gain some distance between themselves and the pursuing creature.

Even though they seemed to be out of danger, the humans in the truck continued to be on alert, giving more than enough reason for the CERD survivors to be wary as well. Questions began to eat away at the survivors at an insane rate. Who were these people? What did they want? Why did a CERD research ship come under unprovoked attack by the natives only for another group to come and save them?

However the question that was at the immediate forefront of their minds was asked by Garrus _"What in the name of the Spirits was that thing?!"_ Not understanding so much as a word of what the turian was saying to them, the humans all looked at their impromptu translator with expectant looks that practically screamed "What the hell did that guy just say?"

Liara hesitated for just a second as she wasn't used to being the center of attention and simply opted to translate what had been said "He wanted to know just what that thing was."

The human whose face had some rather disturbing scars, Zaeed if the memories of Shepard were correct, was the one who responded "That, was a goddamn Gargantua. If that ugly bastard had gotten any closer then we probably would have been roasted alive."

After Liara finished translating, there were still more questions that the CERD survivors wanted answered. When Liara attempted to relay these questions to their rescuers, Shepard gave her a very stern look as he spoke "We'll explain everything once we get back to base, right now we don't exactly have the time." The tone he conveyed told her that would be all they would hear on the matter until their journey back to their base was concluded.

.

* * *

><p>-Unknown Location-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

If there was one thing that Saren hated above all else, it was not being in control of a situation. Not so much as a few minutes after landing on this rock that Saren, Tela Vasir and the other members of the expedition came under attack by hostile indigenous forces. They showed up in strange dropships that looked almost like they were alive.

Some carried containers filled with infantry that carried weapons that could punch right through kinetic barriers like they weren't even there. Others held strange creatures that fired knife-like flechettes that detonated shortly after impacting a target. The explosions were small but the flechettes were each fired in rapid succession, all but ensuring multiple hits.

Several of the survivors found themselves losing limbs and even being blown in half from the resulting explosions while others were gunned down by the rifles the enemy infantry were using. Spirits some of them were completely vaporized upon being hit by what Saren assumed to be some sort of energy weapon that was mounted on their rifles.

No matter how many the two Spectres and the other members of the security detail put down there were always more arriving in those strange organic looking dropships. It had only been a few minutes since the battle started when things began to turn bleak. Their ship was soon destroyed after it was hit by a series of missiles that were fired from some kind of sleek looking, four wheeled vehicle.

Then the enemy soldiers threw several canisters into the group of survivors. The civilian portion of the group didn't really have much of a clue as to what had just been thrown at them but those with even the most minute amount of military experience knew what these things were right away. Saren was about to order everyone to take cover and throw up a biotic barrier around himself when bolts of electricity exploded out of the grenades and impacted him and the other survivors.

The voltage being generated caused the civilian personnel to fall to the ground first, completely unconscious. The soldiers were next as they tried to fight through the pain emanating from the electricity that was coursing through their bodies and after they fell only the two Spectres remained. Unfortunately it didn't stay that way for very long as their bodies simply couldn't take the pain either.

After what felt like an eternity Saren awoke to find himself upright in some kind of pod and restrained to the point where he couldn't move anything other than his head. The inside of the pod was pitch black but the turian Spectre could hear noises coming from outside of the pod. For the next few minutes Saren listened in to the noises to see if there was something, anything that he could turn to his advantage. He could hear the sounds of footsteps that the guards were probably making as they walked around, there were noises of machinery outside as well as what sounded like metal hitting metal at high speeds. Perhaps the pod he was inside of was in a kind of a transit system?

If that was indeed the case then the question became: "Where was he being taken to?"

A new sound forced Saren to discard that line of thinking for now. This noise wasn't like the ones he had heard previously, in fact it almost sounded like one of the natives talking. Saren couldn't understand a word of what was being said but he could tell that it was probably one of those infantrymen from earlier judging by the almost mechanical rasp to his voice.

The other speaker didn't have the same kind of accent that the individual on the other side of his pod had. Instead it had an eerie sort of pleasantness about it, or at least that's what he thought. For all he knew this individual could be incredibly pissed and would want Saren and anyone else who survived, killed or experimented on.

It eventually felt as though hours had passed even though Saren knew that it had probably only been just a few minutes since he had awakened but given how he was stuck in complete darkness he couldn't be sure. In any event it was clear that he and perhaps several other CERD survivors were being taken somewhere. The only questions were: Where? And for what purpose?

Soon Saren was pulled out of his thoughts as he heard a loud screeching noise not too dissimilar to when metal ground against metal at high speeds. The Spectre felt his pod bend backwards as whatever transport it was in started to slow down and eventually the screeching noise stopped completely. A few seconds later Saren heard something grasp the top of his pod before being pulled upwards, to whatever destination his captors had planned for him.

.

* * *

><p>To be continued.<p> 
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* * *

><p>-Resistance Base, Coastlands outside of City:17-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

It took roughly ten to fifteen minutes for Shepard's team - who had since introduced themselves during that time - and their new guests to reach the relative of their makeshift base. Shepard and the other members of his team saw how the visitors looked at the structure in curiosity. It was clear that this building wasn't originally used as a kind of military base. No it was far more likely that it was originally a civilian structure of some sort instead, perhaps even someone's home. Some of the CERD team's survivors wondered if it was someone's home at one point in time.

When Mordin gave the building that these people were using a much closer inspection he saw that it didn't seem all that well maintained either. Bits and pieces of the building were either peeling away or had already completely fallen off. However perhaps that was to be expected if they were behind enemy lines then it would be best if they remained as hidden as possible. After all STG and even quite a few Spectres had adopted similar strategies when conducting operations inside of the Terminus systems or anywhere else that they probably weren't welcome.

The vehicle drove into the small shed that was closely connected to the main building and found that they were inside a makeshift garage that was filled with equipment that was more than likely there to help run maintenance on their machines. Obviously no one in the group had so much as a clue as to what the many items that were littered on the shelves or in the containers on the ground were supposed to be for. Eventually the vehicle stopped completely and the rumbling noise that had been coming from the front of the vehicle ceased. The humans got up out of their seats and began to make their way out of the vehicle.

Almost all of the humans were stone-faced and silent, most likely because one of their comrades in arms had just been killed during their rescue of the CERD survivors. It was possible that they were like this whenever they returned from whatever mission they were on but something told Liara that that probably wasn't the case. Perhaps this was just part of their way of grieving for one of their fallen comrades?

In any event it was probably best that they didn't pry into that for the moment. Perhaps it would be best to ask their hosts about this place that they had brought Liara and the others to? Liara turned her gaze over to Shepard who was heading for the door that lead out of the small shed and asked "Um, just what exactly is this place?"

Shepard looked at her for a moment making the Asari wonder if she shouldn't have said anything but then the man just shrugged "I dunno what it was before the war, probably a home or a small bed and breakfast. Whatever it was the occupants were dead long before we commandeered it. Right now it's just our base of operations in the area."

The leader of the group that had saved them then opened the door leading out of the small garage and into the building itself. The inside of the rebel base was almost as desolate as the outside; much of the walls and ceiling looked as though they'd seen better days. The wooden floorboards made slight creaking noises whenever somebody stepped on them, small cobwebs were tangled in the upper corners of the room and there was lot of dust gathering on several pieces of wooden furniture.

As the group looked around at their accommodations for the time being, Shepard turned to look at them and said "Sorry about the mess, but we don't usually get all that many friendly visitors." The leader of the people who had just saved them took a seat on one of the wooden chairs and then gestured for his guests to do the same.

As the group took their seats (aside from Wrex who had opted to sit on the floor given how his sheer weight would more than likely cause the wooden chairs to crumble underneath him) Nihlus turned to Liara "T'Soni would you please ask our hosts what is going on here and just who in the spirits names were those people who attacked us earlier?"

Liara relayed the question to Shepard who then had an odd expression that seemed to be a mix of melancholy and anger and then she saw similar reactions being displayed from the rest of his team. She wondered briefly if she shouldn't have relayed Nihlus' question but then she saw the lead human's features soften a small fraction.

"It's a long story and I doubt that you'd believe even half of it. Hell Zaeed and I were both there and we barely believe it," Shepard explained as he gestured to the heavily scarred human next to him who gave a curt nod and muttered something about a "goddamn massacre." Liara looked curious at this as did most of the others in her group.

After Liara translated for Nihlus and the others the Spectre narrowed his eyes at his guests. He wanted answers and Nihlus truly hated it when someone decided to be evasive about them. "T'Soni, tell them that I don't care that they think I won't believe whatever story they want to tell, we need to know what's going on."

Upon getting learning what the Spectre had just said, Shepard gave a small shrug "Alright, but don't say I didn't warn you. And please save your questions, as I _know_ you're probably going to have a lot of them for after the story is finished." The leader of the group of humans took in a deep breath and then let it out before he spoke up. This was obviously a rough topic for him and given the expressions on the other humans it was for them too.

"It all started twenty years ago at a United States funded research facility called: Black Mesa." Everyone had their attention on what Shepard was saying even as Liara translated the words for the CERD survivors.

"Black Mesa did research on almost every field of science that was out there, genetics, theoretical physics, lasers, experimental propulsion, alternative fuels, zoology, but that wasn't even the half of it. Their most expensive and promising endeavor was in the field of teleportation and extra-dimensional travel.

They pioneered the idea of being able to travel from one side of the planet to the opposite side in an instant through tears in space-time called portals. Amazingly enough their experiments worked, it took a lot of energy to open a portal but it still worked and they were able to discover another world within that space-time gap, that the scientists eventually came to call Xen. Then one day things went wrong, during some sort of experiment a scientist by the name of Gordon Freeman unwittingly tore a massive unstable portal in space-time between this planet and Xen during what was supposed to be a standard test. This caused countless life forms from that place to fall through the tear and end up here.

Zaeed and I were both part of a military unit called the Hazardous Environmental Combat Unit or HECU for short. We were sent in to contain and cover up the situation as best we could starting with the capture of doctor Freeman who at the time was believed to have purposely caused the whole situation to begin with. Zaeed was sent in with the first wave while I was in the third. Eventually the military took so many losses that they were forced to pull out of the facility so quickly that several squads were unintentionally left behind. Although some of the surviving squads managed to escape the facility most were killed by the hostile invaders as well as a 'rogue' black ops unit."

While this was going on Freeman was fighting his way through hordes of aliens and soldiers to get to a group of scientists who were trying to stop the catastrophe from worsening. Unfortunately the black ops decided that the only way to stop the problem was to use a nuclear bomb to destroy the facility." Shepard inwardly rolled his eyes at the thought. Why was it that whenever there was a big problem the first response most leaders had was to throw a giant bomb at it in the hopes that it would go away?

"Unfortunately the only thing that the nuke accomplished was blowing up our only real hope of stopping the Black Mesa Incident from getting any worse. Portals started opening up all around the world as more and more life forms from Xen started to appear across the surface of the planet.

Then just when things couldn't get any worse, they got even worse. Somehow this massive tear in space-time got the attention of another group, the Combine. Now I'm not so sure if this is the truth but the Combine have claimed that they're some kind of empire that has conquered other dimensions-" Shepard stopped when he saw the disbelieving expressions on their guest's faces (or at least he assumed some of them to be disbelieving expressions).

"Don't look at me like that I barely believe it myself but it's true. Now as I was saying the Combine forced the portal open even wider and sent in an enormous army, and due to how every city on the planet was effectively cut off from one another thanks to the newly arrived Xen wildlife, we were forced to surrender in roughly seven hours after their initial invasion. For the past twenty years the Combine have had an iron grip on humanity, they set up reeducation camps, death squads, hell thanks to the suppression field that's been set up there hasn't been so much as single pregnancy in almost twenty years."

When Liara finished translating that last part, the one who had the most notable reaction was Wrex who had tightened his grip on his shotgun to the point where the metal was actually starting to strain in response. Shepard seemed to take note of this kind of behavior and made a note to ask about it later, right now simply wasn't the time.

Nihlus meanwhile was listening to the tale with great interest. Although he and clearly some of the other survivors had some rather reasonable doubts towards the validity towards most of the story that they had just been told given their own facial expressions. While Nihlus did have his doubts, his instincts told him that this human was telling the truth or at least the human thought he was so it was more than likely that there were at least some elements of the story that were exaggerated or perhaps even fabricated.

When Shepard noticed the disbelieving look on Liara's face he asked "From the look on your face Ms. T'Soni would I be safe to assume that you're having a difficult time believing this story?" At first Liara sputtered for a response that she hoped wouldn't insult or antagonize the people who had rescued bother her and the other members of her group. Eventually though she answered "Well I don't mean to disrespect any of you, but you must admit that it is very difficult to believe for someone who hasn't seen what you claim."

There was quite a mixed reaction amongst their rescuers. A couple looked angry that what was perhaps the greatest act of genocide in their history was being met with skepticism. Most though seemed to just shrug it off, as though they were expecting their tale to be met with such disbelief. The most hostile reaction though came from the only female in the group, Ashley Williams if Liara remembered correctly, who looked completely and utterly outraged at their guests.

Before Williams could utter so much as a word there was a loud blaring noise not dissimilar to the ones that reminded the group of the sounds that those the Combine mechs made whenever they were nearby. The humans all grabbed their weapons and surged to their feet and went to the partially boarded up windows, expecting an attack on their base. The CERD survivors soon followed suit (anything that was making them alert and ready for combat should most certainly apply to them as well at this point) and took up positions by the windows alongside their hosts.

Seconds ticked by as the group waited for something, anything to show up and attack them. Nothing came. Letting out the breath that she had no idea she'd been holding in, Liara exhaled. Before she could ask what was going on, Nikolai turned and looked over at his commander "You ever see sweeper units get that close before?" he asked worriedly.

Shepard shook his head "Never, I doubt it'll be long before they finally find our little hideout. We need to get out of here and find someplace we can hole up for a while." Liara however just looked at the two with a worried expression. It was obvious by how they were talking that they were no longer safe here but where else could they go? If what these people said was true then these, Combine things were probably all over the planet.

The asari scientist quickly brought this to the attention of everyone in Shepard's group. The one called Kaiden scowled when he heard her "Lady there is only one place I know of within a hundred miles of here that could truly be considered safe but if we tried to take the normal way there we'd get spotted by their patrols and end up gunned down before we even managed to get close."

Ashley Williams looked thoughtful for a second before realization came to her face as well as a hint of reluctance. "Well there is one other route we could take, and I doubt the Combine would be watching it all that closely." For a second it seemed as though Shepard and the rest of the team didn't know what it was she was talking about before it finally dawned on them.

"No, no way in hell!" Shepard stated firmly. Vega looked over from his position at one of the boarded up windows "I hate to say it Loco but we don't have all that many options and Ravenholm is one of the few routes into you-know-where that the Combine won't follow." Liara's head darted back and forth from the arguing team even as she rushed to translate what was being said for the rest of the survivors. As she translated she wondered: what was it that was so dangerous about this Ravenholm place that the group seemed reluctant to go there? And where was this safe place that Ravenholm seemingly led to?

Eventually Liara gathered up her nerve and asked the questions that were on almost everyone's mind "Wait just what's going on? What's Ravenholm and why do we need to go through there?"

Shepard didn't have time to give the exact layout on the tragedy that was Ravenholm and instead opted for a much quicker version "Ravenholm is an old mining town that will provide us with a straight shot to one of the most secure bases that the resistance operates out of. The only problem are the current inhabitants. A bunch of parasites moved into the town proper and infected the residents, turning them into little more than a bunch of shambling horrors. Now the parasites are pretty damn stupid, but there are a _lot_ of them and they attack anything that isn't them on sight."

Well that certainly didn't manage to raise Liara's hopes any higher.

"Shepard you know that Ravenholm is the one place the Combine won't look. If we move quickly and quietly we can get through that hellhole before the zombies even knew we were even there," Ashley insisted. Shepard massaged his temples and resisted the urge to remind her that there was no way in hell that they could get through that town with this big of a group without alerting the inhabitants to their presence. When that happened, they were liable to get swarmed by the shambling horrors.

Still, at least most of them knew what they were getting into and it wasn't like they were going in completely unarmed. They still had a pretty decently sized arsenal on hand and that would help them get past Ravenholm's less than human inhabitants. Plus their large group would help keep the runners or the poison headcrabs from sneaking up on them which would certainly help.

Finally Shepard relented as they didn't have all that many options available to them. The rebel leader sighed and said "Okay, fine you've convinced me. _But_ we aren't going in there unprepared, go and grab whatever guns you can get your hands on and get ready to move out in ten minutes. Make sure they have sound suppressors though, I don't want to have to deal with half the town coming down on our heads." Shepard then turned to the asari scientist "Liara, do me a favor and tell your friends that they need to be ready to move very shortly."

.

* * *

><p>-Unknown Location-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

Saren had no idea how long he had been cooped up in that strange metal pod. Minutes, hours, days it was a complete blur but when he was finally let out of that spirits damned pod, the turian Spectre found himself in a strange prison cell along with several civilian scientists as well as few of the surviving security team.

Almost immediately Saren's many years of training and battlefield experience kicked in and the turian Spectre took in as much of his surroundings as he could. He was inside a decently sized cell inside a large room that had several floors. The cell itself was clearly made to hold a large number of people. It was surrounded on all sides by barred walls and in front of the walls were blue tinted force fields, each one making a faint buzzing noise that was almost unnoticeable unless one got close to them.

Outside of the cell were a large contingent of soldiers, each one had nearly the exact same attire that the ones who attacked them earlier did. They each carried a number of weapons some looked like they were submachine guns, others were the same energy weapons that were used on Saren and the others earlier and there were even a few gun turrets being aimed at them from the upper levels.

The guards that were watching him and the other captives very carefully, and didn't seem lax in their duties at all to the point where it was blatantly obvious to Saren that these soldiers (what the hell else could they possibly be) were all highly disciplined and near completely devoted to their jobs. They weren't on the same level as many soldiers in the Turian Hierarchy but it was still pretty impressive.

Saren heard footsteps approaching him from inside the cell and he turned to see Tela Vasir approaching him calmly and professionally despite the circumstances that everyone had found themselves in. "You okay Saren?" she asked. Saren nodded "What's our status other than being captured by the enemy?"

Vasir looked back over at the completely terrified civilians and security personnel before back at her colleague "Well, whoever these guys are, they stripped us completely clean of just about everything. Our weapons, communicators, omni tools, everything that could be used to aid us are gone. The civilians have even informed me that most of whatever personal affects they managed to take with them before making the ride down were taken as well."

Saren had already anticipated that much happening to them at least, but there was one thing that their captors couldn't take away from them; their biotic abilities. Whoever these people were, they must have assumed that their biotics were based on some kind of device that they had on them and now that they had been thoroughly stripped of just about everything but the clothing they were wearing on their backs. If they had known that they could still use their biotics, then the security measures put in place to imprison them would have been much more severe (not that it wasn't already considering the circumstances).

Unfortunately they could only use their biotics freely once wand that would only be when they finally decided to make their escape. If the guards found out that their prisoners could still use them then they would probably take more extreme measures of keeping them imprisoned in this prison.

Saren was broken out of his musings when he heard a very loud ringing noise coming from up above them, probably from some sort of speakers. This strange noise was probably some sort of alarm, but for what Saren did not know. Once the ringing noise finally ceased a thick metal door opened and a large contingent of soldiers marched in. These individuals were similar yet at the same time different than the ones that were guarding them.

They all wore completely white armor and unlike the other soldiers their helmets only had one eye, a large, sinister looking red one in the middle of the helmet. Each of them were heavily armed and marched in perfect synch with each other as they approached. The way that they moved was so unnatural it was almost like watching some of the well maintained mechs of the Eclipse mercenaries walking around.

When they finally approached the cell, one of the darker armored troopers approached the new arrivals and spoke something in an strange language that was partially garbled by how the aliens spoke. It was like listening to a communications unit that had background static. You would know that something was being said but it was a little difficult to make out if you weren't paying close enough attention to it.

The conversation soon ended and the dark armored guard pointed at several members of the security team, a turian, an asari and a salarian before he made a gesture with his hands. Several of the guards raised their weapons towards the prisoners. Several of the civilian CERD personnel cried out in fear, thinking that they were about to be gunned down but Saren and Vasir knew better. These people wouldn't have gone through all the trouble of capturing them just to kill them outright.

Sure enough the two Spectres were right. Several of the other guards relinquished their weapons to their friends and drew what looked like batons that had an orange tip at the end. The barred doors leading into the cell opened and the guards walked **through** the force field like it wasn't even there and marched towards the three security team members. Several of the civilians that were seated nearby quickly moved out of the way but there was one turian that was foolish enough to stand in their way and demand to know what it was they were doing.

No mercy was shown. Small electrical discharges emanated from the baton's orange tip as three of the guards began to savagely beat the man right before everyone's eyes. Saren and Vasir wanted nothing more than to engage the bastards but they held back, they knew full well that it would be pointless to try and stop it considering that they would probably get badly wounded by those guards if they tried to help. They watched as the guards dragged the chosen victims out of the cell all the while leaving the badly beaten turian on the floor groaning in pain from bruises and electrical burns.

Saren and Vasir knew that they would be confronted by their fellow prisoners over this. With some luck they would understand but with the emotions running high among the civilians that was unlikely. For the moment they would simply have to bide their time until the most opportune moment presented itself.

.

* * *

><p>To be continued.<p> 
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* * *

><p>-Earth, Mineshaft Entrance-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

Shepard watched silently and with a melancholic look about him as Vega and Nikolai removed the wooden boards from the mineshaft barricade. Shepard had always hoped that he would never have to go back to that hellhole ever again. It was a sentiment that was shared by the rest of the squad as well. Ever since the botched evacuation of that place, just about everyone in the resistance was more than content to keep all the entrances barricaded forever, or at least until the very last zombie down there finally rotted away or whatever it was happened to headcrab zombies.

Still there were at the very least eight hundred people that were living in Ravenholm before the headcrabs took over. Although Shepard and his team killed quite a fair number of them during the evacuation, there were still a very large number of them left. He could still hear the screams and feel the heat of the fires and the smell of burning flesh as the zombies continued to advance through a thick shroud of flames brought on by Molotov Cocktails and other improvised incendiaries. The mere thought of it was almost enough for him to want to vomit.

Not wanting to make an embarrassing scene Shepard forced those thoroughly unpleasant memories away and tried his best to focus on what he needed to focus on. Thinking about the old mining town's unpleasant past wasn't going to help matters at all. Unfortunately Shepard had been so caught up in thinking about the old place that he neglected to notice that Liara was nearby until he heard the alien's voice "Um, excuse me, Shepard?" she asked a little unsure of herself.

Shepard turned, grateful for the distraction the woman had unwittingly provided for him and turned to her asking "What do you need Liara?" The young asari seemed reluctant to speak but she soon did anyway "Nihlus and the others were wondering about the place we were going to and why you all seem so reluctant to travel through there?"

And now he was back on the subject of Ravenholm. It seemed as though no matter what he did Shepard wasn't going to be forgetting that insane hellhole anytime soon. Well he would have to tell their guests about the place before they headed inside the mineshaft anyways, so he may as well just do it now. "Alright, may as well tell all of you. Ravenholm is a place that no one goes to anymore and with good reason. The entire place is infested with parasitic creatures that we refer to as headcrabs."

Liara looked a little puzzled by the term and Shepard elaborated further "We call them that because they like to latch on to the top of people's heads. From there they can completely control the host's nervous system and in the process of doing so, they end up killing the host body but they still use it to move around, once they're on a person we call them headcrab zombies. They're extremely hostile to anything that isn't a headcrab or a zombie. Lucky for us, their host bodies are now both slow and incredibly stupid, they'll walk right into a burning building if they thought that prey was inside and then burn to death."

Well that didn't sound too bad to Liara. If they were as dumb and slow as Shepard suggested than if all else failed, they could just run away from the headcrab zombies. However what Shepard said next only caused her fear and anxiety to come back with a vengeance.

"There are a few problems of course, otherwise this would be easy. One is that there are a lot of them, nearly a thousand at least, all shuffling around the area aimlessly looking for something to kill. Two, some of the parasites have yet to find a host and they have a nasty habit of sneaking up on people to try and latch onto their heads. Three despite the fact that Ravenholm's a pretty decently sized town, there are a lot of enclosed spaces that we'll have to pass through. We could end up getting surrounded if we're not careful. Last but not least, not all of them are all that slow anymore."

That was definitely worrisome and it was clearly evident all over Liara's face "I-I see, I'll go and inform the others then." The asari scientist then went back over to one of her colleagues, (whom she had introduced on their way over to the mineshaft) Nihlus, Shepard believed his name was. While Shepard didn't know much about Nihlus he could tell that the man was probably a soldier given the staunch professionalism he always seemed to be displaying. Or at least that was what Shepard thought, for all he knew, this could be Nihlus' race's way of being happy-go-lucky.

"Sir we're just about through!" Ashley called out as she tore another piece of the wood used for the barricade free with a crowbar while Vega did the same to another nearby plank.

Shepard turned and looked at the assembled group and spoke up "For those of you who haven't had the displeasure of going to Ravenholm I'll say this, every second you stay there you are to stay completely alert, if you hear something strange, let everyone know. If you think you saw something out of the corner of your eye, you let everyone know. If anyone gets separated from the group, head for the largest building in town with the three towers on top of it, we'll rendezvous with you there."

Shepard and the rest of his team turned on their gun mounted flashlights and pointed them down the mineshaft. The beams of light stretched down far into the shaft but from what they could see there wasn't anything down there. Nothing that enjoyed chewing on people's heads at least.

The lights soon grew brighter as strange orange holograms appeared on the right arms of Liara and on some of colleagues with a light being emitted from the palms of their hand like a flashlight. Or at least that was the case for those that were using pistols. The others just used weapon mounted lights like the ones that Shepard and his team used.

Many of the rebels noticed the strange gauntlet like holograms on their new allies' arms but the first one to ask was Kaiden "What the hell are those?" Liara looked up from the hologram and over at Kaiden and the others "It's an omni-tool. Think of it as a cross between personal computer and a multi-tool." The team's infiltration specialist made an "ah" in understanding and he and his friends seemed even more curious about the omni-tool and what it was capable of doing but for now he and the others let the matter drop for the time being.

Soon the human members of the group took the lead and marched straight into the mine tunnel in front of them while the rest of the group followed close behind. While the lights being emitted from the gun lights and omni-tools helped to illuminate the mineshaft, there were still more than enough shadows for an enemy to hide in. That plus the cobwebs and creaking support beams made the whole place look like something out of a bad horror flick.

The group slowly continued down the tunnel for a time, carefully observing every square foot they went down as they proceeded, looking and listening for anything that would appear out of place. For a time being it seemed as though everything was completely and utterly silent.

Of course this didn't last for very long as a horrific moan soon filled the tunnel. Immediately Shepard and his team raised their weapons in preparation for what would probably be a fight. Even though the CERD survivors didn't know what had made that sounded, all they knew that if their rescuers were readying their weapons, then they probably should too. Within moments their flashlights converged on a strange sight.

Just a few dozen meters away from the group was a person wearing a filth covered white shirt and jeans. The person had their back to them but it was easy to see that there was something strange had taken up residence where the man's head was supposed to be. It seemed to have noticed the light that was being pointed at it and slowly turned around to face the source of the light.

The sight that assaulted Liara's eyes almost caused bile to rise to her throat. While the individual in front of the group was clearly once a human, but now it was something that was far more disturbing. The entire chest and part of the waist was ripped open exposing the organs hanging inside. The ribcage had been completely torn apart and now it resembled a macabre parody of a vertical mouth. The hands didn't even resemble that of a normal human's. Instead it they had seemed to have transformed into a pair of sharp, bony claws.

The thing let out a hellish moan and began to shamble towards the group, its arms slightly raised and reaching towards the group, ready to tear them all to pieces if it got the chance. But of course it didn't even come close to getting the chance. Kaiden opened fire with his MP7, sending dozens of bullets directly into the creature's chest. The monster practically _flew_ backwards from the force of the impact. The exposed organs were ripped to shreds from the bullets being fired into the creature's chest cavity and waist area. There was even the sound of the spinal cord snapping as the monster fell onto its back.

As it fell the creature that had latched onto the head of the corpse jumped off its former perch, even as the body it once inhabited was gunned down in a hail of bullets. The headcrab landed on all fours and it immediately turned its attention to the nearest possible host; Vega.

Without warning or hesitation the creature emitted a shrill shriek as it leapt at the human. Vega however didn't so much as flinch as he calmly aimed his shotgun at the creature and squeezed the trigger. A loud boom filled the air and the headcrab exploded midflight. Light green blood and gore filled a small area on the surface of the ground.

With the head crab gone, Liara finally got a relatively decent look at the face of the individual that had been the headcrab's host. The person had dark matted hair from the blood that was all over its face. The mouth was agape, frozen in a silent scream, but the most horrifying feature of all, were the eyes.

The eyes were filled with fear, pain and dread. Did this poor man know what he was about to become? Did they experience the agony of their body splitting open as they died from the shock and blood loss?

Liara did her best to push those kinds of thoughts out of her head and instead looked at the rest of her colleagues from the CERD. Although it was difficult to tell with Tali given the suit she wore that obscured her entire body it was clear that she was just as disturbed as Liara was.

Nihlus, if what had just happened had even phased him he hid it completely from the rest of the group. But considering that he was a Spectre he had probably seen more disturbing things and had been hardened by them. Garrus seemed to be trying to hide his own discomfort but he wasn't as nearly as successful as the group's resident Spectre was. It was difficult to tell what was on Wrex's but given the expression on his face it looked as though it was something along the lines of disappointment, or even boredom. But then again, given that he had just encountered a gargantua a short time earlier, a single headcrab zombie probably wasn't all that awe inspiring.

Mordin meanwhile had just walked up to the remains of the body that the Headcrab had been using as its host. The Salarian scientist crouched down and began to wave his omni-tool over the body. He was scanning it, muttering to himself as he did. "Fascinating. Parasite completely takes control over the host's nervous system. Alters it heavily in order to suit its own needs. Very interesting."

Just as soon as Mordin had started scanning, he had finished and was back on his feet and was rejoining the group as they continued onwards into the mines. The Salarian muttered quietly to himself as he looked over some of the scanning data for a few moments before he reactivated the omni-tool's flashlight function.

For the rest of the trip though the mine, they didn't encounter any more headcrab zombies but Shepard and the rest of his team had little doubt that before this night was over, they would encounter many, many more.

.

* * *

><p>-City 17, Citadel; Dr Breen's Office-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

Breen looked at the monitors that gave him the perfect view of the inside of the examination room of Nova Prospekt. The sight in front of him utterly fascinated him to almost no end. Three different creatures from the destroyed ship were laid out on different gurneys as mechanical surgeons continued to remove anything of interest from the bodies of the prisoners. Each organ removed was then placed into a nearby table and kept separate from one another until after a full analysis could be run on them to discover the function of each one.

The former head of the Black Mesa Research Facility enjoyed watching the dissection of the visitors almost as much as he had with that of the specimens brought back through the old Lambda Lab portals back at Black Mesa. It was a disturbingly morbid sense of curiosity that he had with these visitors he was willing to admit but one had to do unpleasant things in order to further science as well as mankind.

Breen knew all too well that many people reviled him for his actions as Administrator of Earth after he negotiated mankind's surrender but they couldn't possibly understand just what mankind's benefactors were preparing them for. The things that the Combine had shown the former head of Black Mesa had seen were indescribable. With the Combine's help humanity would enter into a new golden age that would be endless.

If only humanity would quit being so stubborn and accept the Combine's rule, then they would quite literally ascend to near godhood alongside their benefactors.

Eventually the dissection of the visitors' internal organs was all but finished and the drones began the final and perhaps most delicate part of the procedure. The extraction of the brains of each of the visitors. This part of the procedure was so delicate because just a few pieces of the brain wouldn't work. Each brain needed to be completely and utterly intact in order for there to be a full analysis on how it functioned in comparison to that of say, a human's.

After the analysis was finally completed the Combine would use their technology to figure out the languages of the visitors. It was a process that usually took several hours to a full day depending on complexity of the language. Of course they could try and find the coordinates for some of their planets but it was unlikely that the Combine would attempt to invade their worlds anytime soon. The rebels were giving the Combine occupation forces a very difficult time and mankind's benefactors wanted the Earth to be _fully_ pacified before they began the conquest of new worlds in this galaxy.

After all they didn't want to spend some of the forces they had on Earth to conquer another world only to risk Earth being reclaimed by its original owners. If that were to happen then they would no doubt dismantle or destroy the super portal device located in the Citadel, thereby preventing Combine reinforcements from coming through.

Besides even if the visitors' peoples attempted to send in a search party into the solar system to look for their friends, they would meet the same fate as the ones before. The orbital defense network would see to that.

Eventually Breen turned his attention towards the cameras monitoring the other alien visitors in their cell. Many of them had looks of what Breen assumed were either fear or anger, or perhaps even a little of both. A few were conversing with one another, whether it they were attempting to come up with an escape plan or trying to comfort each other, Breen didn't know. And he didn't really care.

After observing the captives for a few moments Breen noticed that one of the captives was staying apart from the rest of the group and its face seemed much more neutral than the others. There was also something about this one that intrigued him. Every time Breen looked at the monitors showing the captives, this one never showed any fear or anger. When the translation program was finally finished, perhaps he could speak with the alien. After all it may find that mankind's benefactors could be of service to its people as well.

.

* * *

><p>-Ravenholm, Mineshaft Exit-<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

It had felt as though they had spent hours in that accursed mine shaft but at long last the group was out of their and were now inside what was perhaps one of the most dangerous areas outside of City: 17. Ravenholm. To Liara, the entire area seemed old, very old. In fact it reminded her of some of the ruins in the Thessian wilderness or even a few recreated of old Asari settlements from several generations ago at museums.

However while most of the place looked very old there were a number of areas that seemed relatively more modern by human standards. There were power lines, cars and other items that seemed to be from relatively more recent years. Of course she couldn't be sure of the age of this place. It was possible that those that lived there had just updated the town whenever they could in order to make sure that it stayed relatively modern. It would certainly be easier than just making new homes from scratch every time there was a technological improvement.

The asari scientist ceased to observe the structures the instant she heard a disturbing howling noise in the distance. Instantly she raised her weapon and started to glow a strange bluish purple color as her biotics flared.

As they did Liara found that several of the humans were looking at her strangely. At first she wondered why but then she realized that none of them had ever seen biotics before. She told them she would explain later and they fortunately dropped the matter from there.

"So where to now boss?" asked Williams. Shepard pointed at what was perhaps the largest building in the town. It was a large building with several smokestacks sticking out of the roof "The old factory. If I'm remembering right, it's near the old entrance to Black Mesa east. I'm pretty sure most of us already know how to get there."

The rest of the team looked at each other for a moment and wondered how it could even be possible to forget a place like this.

That line of thought was eliminated when they all heard the telltale moans of headcrab zombies and judging by how many there were it was probably a lot of them. Sure enough within just a few moments more of the ugly bastards started stumbling out from alleyways and from some of the more ruined buildings. There dozens of them, far too many to just try and move around. "Open fire!" Shepard yelled as he pulled the trigger on his AK, sending several bullets into the bodies of the parasite infested bodies.

His allies soon followed suit and opened fire. Shepard's team aimed for the heads of the zombies just as they had figured out how to do on countless occasions before. Even humanities newest guests were quick to pick up on this tactic and started aiming for the heads of the parasite infested monsters themselves.

Dozens of bullets shot out from their weapons and into the horde that continued to approach. Many of the monstrosities fell to the ground fully dead. But many more remained as was evidenced by how more seemed to periodically appear from behind alleyways, from inside buildings and other locations.

As more and more of the headcrab zombies continued to show up, several of the monsters in the front of the group caught fire as Mordin used his omni tool to incinerate a small cluster of them "Flammable!" he remarked "Or inflammable. Forget which. Doesn't matter!" The doctor then leveled his SMG at the nearest zombie and let loose a burst of shredder rounds at the zombie. True to the name of the ammunition that was being fired, most of the headcrab zombie's body had been torn to ribbons above the waist.

A bluish-purple glow overtook Liara as she activated her biotics. Several of the zombies were thrown away from the group and into walls, on top of buildings or even through the windows of buildings, but they just kept coming at them. If things continued this way then they'd find themselves completely surrounded.

"Boss I'm starting to run low on ammo, so I think we could use an exit strategy now!" Ashley managed to yell over the gunfire. Shepard had noticed this as well. The numbers of the headcrab zombies were rising every second and they needed to find a way out of the area if they wanted to live longer than a couple of minutes.

Looking around for an escape route, Shepard noticed that there was a work scaffold that was all but attached to one of the buildings that looked like it might have been a hotel or an apartment at some point. The scaffold had a set of stairs that ran up the height of the building. They could buy themselves some time by heading up there and then blow up the staircase to prevent any of those damned headcrab zombies from pursuing them. The best part was that it weren't many zombies between them and the scaffold.

The leader of the group pointed at the scaffolding in question and yelled "Quick get up that scaffold we should be able to lose those bastards!" Shepard then turned and looked over at the asari scientist/interpreter and told her to repeat the order he had just given just in case she hadn't heard him the first time. Gunfire had proven to be a detriment to hearing after all.

Everyone started to make their way towards the scaffold that was situated nearby, taking potshots at the zombies every time one of them got too close to their current position.

Upon getting close to the scaffolding they found that it was older than they had originally thought. It was only made to be a temporary addition to the building while workers used it to repair whatever portion of the building needed to be repaired. Thankfully though it still appeared to be sturdy enough for the group to make their way up despite the amount of rust present on it. Of course there was no way of knowing just how sturdy it was. If there was too much weight the staircase could very well end up collapsing on the group.

The smartest thing to do at that point would be to send people up one at a time. That would more than likely help keep the scaffold's staircase from falling down on them as they tried to escape.

One by one the group headed up the scaffold and onto the roof of the nearest building. All the while the zombies slowly got closer and closer to their position. However the gunfire managed to hold back the bulk of the horde. But they couldn't do this kind of thing indefinitely. Eventually they would run out of ammunition or in the case of the visitors whatever the hell it was they used for ammunition.

Shepard was broken out of his thoughts by the sound of a horrific howling noise that was more than familiar to him and the rest of the team. It was the runners!. Sure enough several macabre creatures started sprinting towards the group. Not once did the creatures ever truly break their stride towards them, they either pushed their slower brethren out of the way, or simply jumped over them as they made their way towards the group.

"Runners, open up on 'em!" Shepard yelled as he fired off a grenade from his AK's underslung launcher. The grenade caught the closest runner in the chest and exploded with a loud boom. There was nothing left of the heavily decomposed headcrab zombie save for a few limbs that flew off in several different directions and a few chunks of bones and whatever meat was left on them.

No matter how many they put down though, they still kept coming. They couldn't afford to keep sending people up one at a time anymore they all needed to get up there now before they were completely overrun. Shepard grabbed a grenade and shouted to the rest of his team "Everybody toss your grenades and then get the hell up there!" he shouted as he pulled back on the pin and threw it into the crowd of zombies that continued to get closer and closer to their position.

The rest of Shepard's team did exactly as they were ordered and tossed a frag grenade into the gathering mass of moaning headcrab zombies. While this succeeded in thinning out the horde for the time being, it would prove detrimental in the long run if they continued to stay in that location. Doubtlessly the many other headcrab zombies that dwelled in Ravenholm had heard the cacophony of gunfire and explosives and would soon come to devour whoever had ventured into their territory.

The group turned from the approaching mob of shambling horrors and the group began to make their way up the stairs of the scaffolding.

Adrian waited until he was sure that he would be among the last people up the scaffold's staircase before he stopped firing his weapon and made his way upstairs. After firing one last defiant burst at the face of an approaching headcrab zombie, Shepard turned tail and headed up the stairs. While running upstairs, Adrian heard the telltale sounds of straining metal underneath him and he hoped that the staircase would hold together long enough for everyone to make it up to the top of the building.

Shepard was almost to the top floor of the scaffolding when something must have fallen off or come loose or something because the makeshift structure had already started to shake back and forth. Quickening his pace, Shepard managed to notice that at that point that it was only him and Liara that were moving up the stairs. At that point in time the scaffolding began to tip away from the building it was supposed to be on and instead started to fall backwards.

"Oh fuck me!" Shepard cursed as the scaffold continued to break away from the building even as he and Liara continued to try and make their way upstairs. It was all for nothing though as the scaffold was already starting to lean too far away for either of them to jump from the edge to the building's roof.

Shepard's hand shot out grabbed one of the bars that held the scaffold together before he looked over at Liara who was having trouble staying on her feet. "Liara grab one of the bars!" he ordered over the shouts of his comrades. Liara did as she was told and grabbed one of the bars with her right hand.

Shepard heard his teammates call out for him as the scaffold continued to fall away from the side of the building. _'Ah fuck this is gonna hurt,'_ he thought sourly. At least his HECU vest would keep him from suffering any permanent injuries. Unfortunately though it appeared as though Liara didn't have that kind of protection on her. It was possible that her clothes were stronger than they appeared but it sure as hell didn't seem that way.

The leader of the rebel group looked behind him and saw that they were falling towards a slightly smaller building that was nearby. Unfortunately it was impossible to tell if the section of the scaffold that they were standing on would manage to land on it or not.

The scaffold started tipping much more rapidly now as it fell back. As it did Shepard could vaguely hear his teammates calling out for him and watched as they vainly attempted to grab hold of part of the metal structure in a vain attempt to keep it from falling over.

As the metal structure fell closer and closer to the adjacent building Shepard looked over at Liara and did something that many would consider to be reckless or even completely insane. He swung from the bar he was hanging from and leaped towards Liara and wrapped his body around hers knowing that his HECU vest would be more than enough to prevent any serious injury when they either hit the roof or the ground.

Shepard hit the ground with a small thud. A moment after he let out a pained groan. His back hurt but he could tell that it wasn't anything too serious considering he could still feel all of his limbs, so there probably wasn't any injuries to his spine. No it was more likely that he just had some bruising on a few parts of his back. It might be painful to lay down on his back for a while but other than that there were no real injuries. The alien girl didn't seem to be injured but he could be wrong considering he knew absolutely nothing about her anatomy.

"You alright?" he asked. Liara, looked up at Shepard, eyes wide and nodded at him. "Good. Now could you please get off of me?" Shepard managed to groan out. In an instant Liara was off of him and was apologizing profusely while asking if he was alright.

Shepard did his best to reassure her even as he got up and looked over at the building that the rest of the group was on. Just about everyone in his team was calling out to see if they were alright. The rebel commander stood up and looked at his comrades in arms "Everyone alright over there?" he called out.

Williams was the first to respond "We're all fine here skipper, it's you we're all worried about."

"Liara and I are both fine, we'll meet you at the factory by tomorrow at sunset, if we aren't there then you should make your way to Black Mesa East without us!" Shepard had little doubt that the rest of his team would completely and utterly ignore that last order unless they literally had no other option available to them. The road to the factory would be pretty damn hard, especially since the guests no longer had their interpreter to help them out. But they had to at least try. With that Shepard gave a quick salute to his teammates and started to make his way towards the staircase that would lead into the building's interior while Liara followed close behind.

* * *

><p>To be continued.<p> 


End file.
